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A MATCH AT MIMIGHT, 


ACT I, SCmE 1 . 

EtvUr, as making tfiemselves readif, Tii'* BLOOIj- 
• HOUi?D, and SiM tJte man. 

Sisit, Good morrow, Master Tim*. 

*rB£, Morrow, Sim ; my father Btirring, Sim? 
Sue. Not yet, I tiiink ) he heard some ill-uew.s 
of your brother Alexander last night, tliat ■will 
make him lie an hoiir extraordinary. 

Tim. Hum: Tra sorry the old man should lie 
by the hour; hut, 0, •these -wicked elder brothel o. 
that swear refuse theiu,^ and cU-ink notljijjg but 
wicked sack ; when we swear nothing but niggej'i- 
uoggei^;-iiiHi^e'a-ineai'‘ui'®a" diiai.* d^irrixg, s^uxerir 


^ Jiefuse m«, or God re/tuc tuc, appears to liuve been 
among ike faskiouable modes ui swearing in our aut;bur's 
luiie. So io “The Wbite l>eTi4*’ act i. bc. 1, Flamiueo 
•ay*, God rtf Me me. Agaia, in *‘AZ>oggo of ly 

Taylor the Water-poet, -Work^ 36S0, p. 229 — 

o Some like DominicaillfeUerE goe, 
la Bcarlet from tkl top to to^ 

Whole valoure talke and smoake all ; 

Who make (Ood clnk 'em} their disisourse 
Sefiue, Renoonce, or Dam that's worse : 

1 wish ahalter choake alL" 

Again, in “The Gamester,** by Shirley, 

"-ByW if I did." 
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with fouT'ShiUuigs’ beer, a&d then swear we hare 
dined as well as mj lord mayor. 

Sm. Here was goody Fin, the fishwomaii, 
fetched home her ring last night 

Tisl You should have put her money by itself, 
for fear of wronging of the whole heap. 

Sim. So I did, sir, aad washed it first iu two 
waters. 

Tim. All these petty pawns, sirrah, my father 
‘commits to my managing, to instruct me in this 
» raft that, when he dies, the commouweaitli may 
not ^ want a good member. 

£)iidr Mistress Mary. 

« 

SiM- IS^ay, you are cursed as much as he already. 

IMiS. ^Iary. 0 brotlier, *tis well you ai*e up. 

Tiii. ^^'hy, why ? 

Mrs. JfARV. Yow j-ott shall see the dainty 
widow, the sweet widow, the delicate widow, 
that to-morrow morning must be our mother-in^ 
law. 

Tim. AMiat, the widow AVagI 

Sim. Yes, yesj she that dwells in Blackfriai’s, 
next to the of the Fool laughing iit a feather.- 

Mis. MarV; She, she; good brother, make 
yourself handsome, for my father will bring her 
hither presently, 

Tnr. Yiggei^s-no^era, I thought he had been 
sick, and had not been up, Sim. 

Si3i. AVhy, so did I too ; but it seems the widow 
took him at a better hand, and raised him so much 
the sooner. 

Tdi, While I tie my band, prythee stroke up 
my foretop a little : niggers, an' 1 fiad but dreamed 


^ £bt is omitted in the 4**. — CW/^. 

* See [Randolph’s AVorhs, by HazUtt, p. 179.] 
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of this mx hour before I 1 itvouH Lime 

on xaj Sunday clotlie^. 'Snails any «x« 
as the cheek of a steM^ed pander ; a clout a eloni 
Siiu. 

SntL More haste the worse spee\l ; heiv's iu'*ev 
a clout now. • 

Tim. Wliat's that lies by the hooks I 
Sim. Tills ? Tis a sumners coat.^ 

Tim. Trytliee, lemTs a sleeve of that. ; he had a 
noble oii*t last night, and never paid nu* uiv bll\f 
money. 


£ntev Old Bloodhound, tfie ‘Widow, fur Maid, 

• a?id hL4N.- 

^LOOD. Look, look, lip* and D>rtdy ; all is . 
widow. He is in some deep disoourso with Sim, 
conccniing moneys out to ono or another. 

^VID. Has ho said his prayers, sir 1 

Blood. Prayer boforo providence 1 When did 
ye know any thrive and swell that uses it I He’s 
a cliip o’ th’ old blocl*; I exercise liim in the trath* 
of thrift, by turning him to all the petty pawns. 
If they come to me, I tell them 1 have given over 
brokering, moiling for muck and tnvsh, ami tlmt I 
mean to live a life monastic, a praying liln : pull 
out the tale of Ciwsus from my pocket, and swear 
'tis called Charity’s Looking-Class, or an oxhtirla- 
tion to forsake the world,” 

Maid, Dainty hypocrite 1 [dcJtde. 

M^id. Peace ! 

Biaiod. But let a fine fool that’s wcH-feathered 
come, and withal good ment^ I have a friend, k 

^ See note to “The Heir,** [voL xi* 685.] 

^ Standing unseen for the prcsentc-^Co^/itfr. 

® The 4® reads Look, look uj>on, and rcad^, &c. — Co//icr, 
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may be, that may compassionate his wants. Til 
tell you an old saw^ for't over my chimney yonder — 

A poor man seem to him thafs poo?', 

A)id p?'af/s thee for to lend; 
lint tell ihep?'odigdl {not quite spent) 

Thou xoili procure a fiiemi. 

AVid. Trust me, a tlirifty saw. 

' Blood. Many AviU have virtuous admonitions on 
their walls, but not a piece in their coffers : give 
me these witty politic saws ; and indeed my house 
is furnisliGd with no other. 

AA’id. How happy shall I be to wed such wis- 
dom ' 

Blood. Shalt bed it, shalt bed it, wench ; shult 
Im'b by infusion. Look, look ! 

E?ii€?' a Smith. 

S3UTH. Save ye, Master Tim, 

Tim. Who's this ? goodman File, the blacksmith ! 
I thought it had been our old collier. Did you go 
to bed with that dirty face, goodman File 1 
Smitii. And rise with it too, sir. 

Ti3I, AA’hat have you bumming out tliere, good- 
man File ? 

Smith. A vice, sir, that I would fain bo iiii- 
nislied with a little money upon. 

Tim. AVhy, how will you do to work then, good- 
man File! ® 

Smith. This is my spare vice, not that I live by. 


^ A proverb or -wiBe saying. Bo in « The Wife of Bath’s 
Prologue,” 1. 6210— 

“ Bat all tbr noaght, I sette not an have 
UC Jib Piovubes, na of ^ oI 4 « eawe. ’ 
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Tim. Hum ! you did not buy this spare vice of 
a lean courtier, did ye ? 

Smith. No, sir, of a fat cook, tl\at 'strained ^ of 
a smith for’s rent. 

Sim. 0 hard-liearfced man of grease ! 

Tim. Nay, nay, Sim, we mus» do't sometimes. 

•Ei-ooh. Ha, tlirifty M-horesoii ! 

Tim. And what would seiwo your turn, gocjd- 
man File ^ 

Smith. A noble, sir. 

Tijl "What I upon a spare vice to lend a noble ? 

Sim. Why, sir, for ten groats you may make 
yourself drunk, nnd so bu/ » vioo 0}2t<rj^ht £ 02 ' kr?lf 
the money. 

Tim. Thlit is a noble vice, I assure you. 

Sim. How long would you have it I 

£3UTH. But a fortnight ; 'tis to buy stuff, I pi-o* 
test, sir. ' 

Tim. Look you, being a neigbhonr, and born 
one for another 

Blood. Ha, villain, slialt have nil ! 

Tim. Tliere is five shilling upon’t, which, at the 
fortnight's end, goodman FUe, you must make five 
shillings sixpence. ^ 

Smith. How, sir ! 

Tim. Nay, an’ it were not to do you a courtesy 

Blood. *Ha, boy ! 

Tim. And then I had forgot threepence for my 
bill; so there is four shillings and nineponco|" 
which you are to tender back fivc} shillings six- 
pence, goodman File, at the end of the foi-tiiighb. 


* Distramed. So in "Thomas, Lord Cromwell,’' 1C02— 
IliB fumiturv fally worth half bo much, 

Whicli being all atrain'd for the kihg, 

lie ftankijr gave It to the Antwerp merchantB." 

s The 4° reads four pence and ninepence. This play, In 
the former editions, is very incorrectly printed. 
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Blood. Look, look; nowlie's comefor more mpney. 

WiD. A very hopeful house to match into, 
wench ; the father a knave, one son a drunkard, 
and t'other a fool. {Aside. 

Tim. 0 monster, father 1 Look if he be not 
drunk ; the veiy *ight of him makes me long for 
a cup of six.i 

Alex. Pray, father, pray to God to bless me. 

{To Tim. 

Blood. Look, look ! takes his brother for his 
father ! 

Siu. Alas, sir ! when the drink's in, the wit's 
out ? and none but wise children laiow their own 
fathers. 

Tor. AVhy, I am none of j'^our father, brother ; 
I am Tim ; do you know Tim ? 

Alex. Yes, umph — for a coxcomb. o 

WiD. How wild he looks 1 Good sir, we’ll take 
our leaves. 

Blood. Shalt not go, faith, Avidow : you 
cheater, rogue j must I have my friends frighted 
out of my house by you? Look he- steal no- 
thing to feast his baAvds. *Get you out, sirrah! 
there are •constables, beadles, Aviiips, and the 
college of extravagants, yclept BrideAvell, you 
rogue ; you rogue, there is, there is, mark that. 

Alex. Can you lend me a mark uijon this ring, 
sir! and there set it down in your book, and, 
umph — mark that. 

Blood. I’ll have no stolen rings picked out of 
pockets, or taken upon the way,® not I. 

Alex. I’ll give you an old saw for’t, 

^ [Six-sbilling beer, a etronger kind than that previously 
described as four-shiliiog.] 

^ Zool’, Jidll steal nothinff to feast his hawdSf is the 
reading of the old copy.— Collier. 

“ Highway. 
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Blood. There's a rogue mocks his father : 
sirrah, get you gone. Sim, go let loose the 
iuasti£ 

Sim. Alas, sir ! he’ll tear and pull out your sou's 
throat. 

Blood. Bettor pnirt out thah halter stretch it. 
Au'ay, out of my doors I rogue, I defy thee. 

Alex. Must you be my mother-in-laTT ? 

"VyiD. So your father says, sir. 

Alex. You see the urorst of your eldest son ; I 
abuse nobody. 

Blood. The ro^ie ivill fall upon her. 

Alex. I ivill tdl you an old sau*. 

WlD. Pray let's hear it. 

Alex. old man is a hedful of boneSf 
Ami who can it denyf 
By whom {uinph) ^ a young wench lies and 
yroans 

For better company. 

Bi.OOD. Did you ever hear such a rascal? 
Come, come, let’s leave him; 111 go buy thy 
■\vecldiug-ring presently. You're best be gone, 
siiTaii : I am going for the constable-— ay, and 
one of the churchwartlens ; and, now I think 
on’t, he shall pay five shillings to the poor for 
being drunk : twelve pence shall go into the box, 
and t’other four my partner and I will share 
betwixt us. There's a new path to thrift, wench ; 
we must live, we must live, girl 

WlD. And at last die for all together. 

[Exffitnt Bloodhound, "Widow, Maid, and 
Man. 

Sim. 'Tis a diamond.® [Aside. 


^ These interjections probably mean to express tiiat 
Alexander hiccups in the couise of what he says. — Collier. 

* [lu olluBion to Alexander.] 
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Tim. You'll be at tbe Fountain * after dinner « 

ATiTtx. TYhile ’twill run, boy. 

Tim. Here’s a noble now, and I'll bring yon 
t’other as I come by to the ta** em : but I’ll make 
you swear I shall drink notnm^ but -mail beer. 

Alex. K’igger's-noggers. thou '^Lalt not ; there's 
thine own oath for thee : thou -kalt eat nothing, 
an’ thou wilt, but a poached ^pidel^ and drive it 
•down with syrup of toad**. [Exit. 

Tdi. Ah ! pry thee, Sim, bid the maid eat my 
breakfast her-self. [Exif. 

Sim. H' has turned hi^ -tnmach. for all the 
world like aPuritau'-j at the •'lUit of a -uiplire,- 
Bnt }our breakfaot «hall be cle\oiuf*'Lbva stomarii 
of a stronger constitution, I i^aiiant yuu. [Ejit 

EflUr Captain CAitvEfrUi fnt'l Lieuten^m? 

Eoitom ■' 

Capt. "So game abroad thi'* morning ^ This 
Coxcomb park,* I think, be he-t : I have 

known the time the bottom fw ixt ihf'’‘e hill^ hab 
been better fledged. ‘ 

liiEUi’. Look out, Captaiu, there's matter ot 
* employmenf at foot o' th* lull. 

Capt. A bu'-iue'j-s ? 

Liect. Ye=;, and hopeful. ThereS a morning 
bird, hi^ flight, it seem.**, for Lundon ; he halloos 
and sings sweefcl}' : piy thee, let’s go and i/ut him 
out of tunc. 


1 [A tarem b<i called.] 

a The aTereion of the PitriVsna to a Jiurpfice is alluded to 
Jd many of tbe old comediee. See 'several uistaoces in Mr 
Bteevens'b note to ''All's Wdl that Ends "Well,” act i sc. 3 . 

* [Two footpad", who eeem to hare frequented the puiiwu» 
of Coomb Paik. Sham miUtary men were ab common at 
that time aa now.} 

* The park belonging to Coomb House. 
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Capt. Thee and I have crotchets in our pates ; 
and thou Icuou'est two crotchets make one quaver;^ 
he shall shake for’t. [S^uL 


Enter Randali^ 

Ban. Eld ?iur not see hur true loves^ 

As hur cmnefi'om London t 
0, if hur sauf not hur fine prove loves^ 
Itamlall is quite undone, 

^Vcll, was never mortal man in Wales could have 
waged praver, fiuers, and niinblers, than Randalls 
have done,, to get service in Londons: whoopc, 
where was hur now? just upon a pridgo of stone, 
between tlie legs of a couple of pretty hills, hut no 
more near mountains in Wales, than Clim of the 
Clough’s bow to hur cozen I^avid’s harp. And 
now hur prattle of Dawo, I tliink yonder come 

f )ranciug down the hills from K.ingston a couple of 
lur t’other cozens, Saint Nicholas’ clerks;^ the 
momiug was so ixjd a.^an egg, and the place fery 
full of dangers, perils, and bloody businesses by 
reports : angli I her swords was trawn’; Cod plcss 
us I and hur cozen Hercules was not stand against 


^ But two quiivers make one crotchet : this seems to be 
Saha wity Jmyiug ^joiojiDiIatian in 

® Highwaymen or robbers were formerly called 3aint 
Nichole’ clerks. See notes by Bishop VVarbiirtou and Mr 
Steevens on the “ First Port of King Henry lY.," act ii. sc. 
1 . 

So in Bekker’a “ Belmon of Xri>Qdon/* 1616 : ** The theefe 
that eommits the robery, and is chiefe elarke 0 Saint Ni- 
cholaSt is called tho high lawyer.'* 

And in " Looko on me London," 1618, sig. C ; ** Here 
closely lie Saint I^icholas C^carkesj that, with a good nor-, 
theme gelding, will gaine mors by n baiter, than an honest 
yeoman with a teame of good horses." 
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two. Which shall hur take ] If they take Ean- 
dalls, will rip Bandalls cuts out j and then Handalls 
shall see Paul’s :*^ceples no more; therefore Imr 
shall go directly under the pridgo, here was hut 
standing to knees in little fine cool fair waters ; 
and by cat, if hiir have Bandalls out, hur shall 
come and fetch Randalls, and hur will, were hur 
nineteen Kicholas* clerks. 


Enter Captain and Lieutenant. 

Lieut. W^iicli way took he ? 

Oapt. On straight, I think. 

Lieut. Then we should see him, man : lie was 
just in mine e3'e when we were at foot o’ th’ hill, 
and, to my thinking, stood hore looking towards 
us upon the bridge. 

Capt. So thought I ; but with the cloud of dust 
we raised about us, with the speed our horses 
made, it seems we lost him. Kow I could stamp, 
and bite my horse’s ears off. 

Lieut, Let^s spur towai’ds Coomb House : ^ he 
struck that way ; sure, he’s not upon tlie road. 

Oapt. 'Sfoot, if we miss him, how shall wc keep 
our word irith Saundcr Bloodhound in Fleet Street, 
after dinner, at the Fountain ? lie’s out of casli ; 
and thou know'st, by Cutter’s law/^ wo are bound 
•to relieve one another. 

Lieut. Let’s scour towards Coomb House ; but 
if we miss him ? 


^ This ancient fabric, wMcli is now destroyed, was tbe 
seat of the Nevils, Earle of Warwick. It stood about a mile 
from Kingstou>upou> Thames, near Wolscy’s Aqueducts, 
which convey water to Hampton Court. — ^teevens, 

* A cutter was, about the beginning of the last centu:;y, a 
cant word for a swaggering fellow. This appears in the old 
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Capt. No matter ; dost see yonder barn o’ th’ 
left hand ^ ** 

Lieut. What of that ? 

Capt. At the "west end I tore a piece of board 
out. 

And stuiT d in close amongst the straw a bag 
Of a hundred pound at least, all in round shillings, 
AHiich I made my last night’s purchase from a 
lawyei*. 

LiEUr. Dost know the place to fetch it again 1 

Capt. The torn board is my landmark ; if we 
mis^ tliis. 

We make loi* that : and. whilst that lasts, 0 London, 
Thou lahyiiuth that puzzlest strictest search, 
ConvenienT imis-cf*court for bigliway-laWyers, 
How -Hirh rich uiiK*, tolxiceo, and sweet wenches, 
We’ll caiiTas thy dark ca^e ! 

LiEur. Away, let's spur. ^ [Exeunt 

A'Kfer E VXEALL. ^ 

Ran. Spur did luir call liur 1 liaVt made Ran- 
dalls stand without poots in fery pitiful pickles : 
hut hur will run as nirohles to Londons as crey- 
hoiind after rabbits. And ret, now liur remember 
what hur cozeii'* talkt. was some >viser and some, 
too, R.mdalls heard talk of i)urn upon left hand, 
and a prave bag'VNith hundred pomids in round 
shillings, Cud pless us \ And yonder was parus, 
and upon left hands too : now here was questions 
and demands to be made, why Randalls should 
not rob them would rob Randalls ? hur will go to 


black-letter play entitled ** The Faire Haid of Bristow, '* 
sig. A iij., where Sir Godfrey says of Cballeaer — 

He waa a euUer and a swaggerer." 

He is elsewhere (eig. A 4) called a swaggering fellow.— * 
MS. note \n Oldyie Langhaiw, 

VOL. XUL 


B 
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pamSj pluck away pords, pull oufc pags, and show 
hur cozen a round pair of heels, with ^1 hur round 
shillings j mark hur now. [Exit. 

Enter CAPTAIN and Lieutenant. 

r 

Lieut. The rogue rose ^ right, and has out- 
stripped us. This was staying in Kingston with 
our unlucky hostess, that must be dandled, and 
made drunk next her heart j she made us slip the 
very cream o’ th’ morning: if anything stand 
awkward, a woman’s at one end on’t. 

Capt. Come, we’ve a hundred pieces good yet 
in tlie bam ; they shall last ns and Sander ® a 
month’s mirth at least. 

Lieut. 0 these sweet hundred pieces ! how I 
will kiss you and hug you with the zeal a usurer 
does Ids bastard money when he conics from 
church. Were’t not for them, where were our 
liopes 1 But come, they shall be sure to thunder 
in the taverns. I but now, just now, see pottle- 
pots thrown down the stairs, just like serjeants 
and yeomen, one i’ th’ neck of another. 

Capt, Delicate vision I [Exeunt 

Enter Eandall. 

Ean. Hur have got hur pag and all by the hand, 
and hur had ferily thought in conscience, had not 
been so many round silling in whole worlds, but 
in Wales : ’twas time to supply hur store, hur had 
but thirteenpence halfpenny in all the worlds, and 
that hur have left in hur little white purse, witli a 
rope hur found py the pam, just in the place hur 
had this. Randalls will be no servingmans now ; 

^ [Old copy, rite. The meaning Beeme to be that Bandall 
bad got up betimes.] 

* i.e., Alexander BlobdhouQd.-~Pe^^0. 
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Ilur will buy her prave parels, prave swords, prave 
taggers, and prave feathers, and go a-wooing to 
prave, comely, pretty maids. Rob Randalla, be- 
cat ! and hur were ten dozen of cousins, Randalls 
robhur; mark hur now. 

Enter CAPTAIN and LIEUTENANT. 

Lieut. A plague of Friday mornings ! the most- 
unfortunate day in the whole week. 

Capt. Was ever the like fate 1 ‘sfoot, when I 
put it in, I was so wary, though* it were midnight, 
that I watched till a cloud had masked the moon, 
for fear she should have seen’t. 

Lieut. 0 luck I 

Caft. a gale of wind did but creep o'er the 
bottom, and, because I heard things stir, I stayed; 
^twas twelve score past me, 

Lieut. Tho pottle-pots will sleep in peace to- 
night. 

Capt, And the sweet clinks. 

Lieut. The clattering of pipes. 

Capt. The Spanish fumes. 

Lieut. The J/o?*c tvine, hojf, the nimble Awoii, 

ano7i, 

Capt. All to-night will be nothing ; come, we 
must shift. ’Sfoot, what a witty rogue ’twas to 
leave this fair thirteenpenco halfpenny and this 
old halter ; intimating aptly, 

Had the hangman met us there, by these pre-' 

. sages, 

Here had been his work, and here his wages.® * 

Lieut. Come, come, we must malce friends. 

[Exeunt, 


^ t.e., The reply of drawers when they are culled.^ 

* [See “ Popular Auti<iuiti«8 of Great Britoiu,” ii 24/78.] 
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Enter Bloodhound, Tim, and Sim. 

Blood. There, sirrah, there^s his bond ; nm 
into the Strand, ^tis six weeks since the tallow- 
chandler fetched my hundred marks I lent him to 
set him up, and to^buy grease ; this is his day, Til 
have his bones for’t else, so pray tell him. 

Tim. But are a changer’s hones worth so much, 
father 1 

Blood. Out, coxcomb 1 

Sim. Worth so much ! I know my master will 
make dice of them ; then »tis but letting Master 
Alexander carry them next Christmas to the 
Temple, ^ he’ll make a hundred marks a night of 
them. 


1 It WEB formerly usual to celebrate ChrUtmas, at the 
several inns o£ court, with extraordinary fertiTity. Some- 
times pUys or maaquea were performed ; and when tbese 
were omitted, a greater degree of licence appears to hare 
beeu allowed to the students than at other times. In 
societies where so many young men, possessed of high 
spirits, and abounding with supyrfluoiig sums of money, 
were .'JssemWed, it will not seem wonderful to find tbe 
liberty granted at this scisoa should be productive of many 
irregularities. Among others, gaming, in the reign of 
Jatuys I,, when this play was probably written, had been 
carried to such an extravagant height .os to demand the 
interposition of the heads of some of the societies to pre- 
vent the evil consequences attending it. In the l2tU of 
James I. orders for reformation and better governmerit of 
the inns of court and Chancery were made by the readers 
and benchers of the four houses of court ; among which is 
the following:-** For that disorders in tho CVtrwtffMts-time 
may both infect the minds, and prejudice the estates and 
fortunes, of the young gentlemen in the same societies ; it 
18 therefore ordered, that there shall be commons of th© 
hotwe kept, m every house of court, during the CAriaimas: 
and that uono shall play in their several balls at the dice 
except he be a gentleman of the same society, and in com- 
mous ; and the benefits of tho boxes to go to the butlers of 
every house respectively.”— Dugdales “ Orig. Jurid.,” p. 
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Tim. Mass, that’s true. 

Blood. Aud run to Master Ear-lads’s the 


313. In the 4t;h of Cnr. I. (Nov. 17} the sooiety of Gray’a 
Inu dii'cct, “ that nil pl&jin^ at dico, cards, or otherwise, iu 
the hall, buttry, or butler's chamber, should be theucefortli 
barred and forbidden, at all times of the year, the twenty 
days in CViris^wns only tixcoptod." — Ibid, p, 28tf, And in 
the 7th of Car. 1. (7th Nov.) the society of the 2nne)' T&nple 
made several regulations for keeping good rule in Cfmdtnaa- 
time, two of which will show how much gaming hod beet, 
practised there before tlmt time. “ 8. That there shall not 
bo any knocking with boxes, or calling aloud for g^mesten. 
9. That no play be continued within the house upon any 
Saturday night, or Uj^ioti Chridtmaa*cve at uight, after twelve 
of the clock.” 

Sir Simon B'Ewes also, in the MS. life of himself iu the 
British Museum, t.'ikes notice of the Christmas irregnlenties 
about this period (p. Bco. 1620)— At tho saied Temple 
was a lieutenant chosen, and imich gaming, and other ex- 
cesses increased during tUi^so festivull dayes, by his re’aiJing 
and koepiug a standing table ther ; and, when sometimes f 
turned in thither to behold ther sportes, aud saw the n)any 
oaths, execrations, and quarrels, that accompanied ther dic- 
ing, 1 began seriously to.loath it, though at the time 1 con- 
ceived the Bporte of itselfe to bee lawfull.” — [" Life of 
D’Ewes,” edit. 1845, i. 361.] “The first do*' of Jnnuarie 
[i.c., 1622-23] at night, 1 c.imo into commons at tho Temple, 
wheere ther was u liefeenant choosen, and all manner of 
gaming and vanicie practiced, as if the church had not at 
all groaned under those lic.ivie desolations n’hich Jt did. 
"Wherefore I was vcric gladd, when, on tho Tuesday follow- 
ing, being the seventh day of the same moneth, the howse 
broake upp ther Christina^ and added an end to those ex- 
cesses.” — [Life, id 9vpr., i 223.] 

To wliat excess gaming was carried on in the inns-of- 
court at this period may be judged from the following cir- 
cumstance, that in taking up the floor of one of the Temple 
halls about 1764, near one hundred pair of dice were found, 
which had dropt at times through the chinks or joints of 
the boards. They were very small, scarce more than^ two- 
thirds as large as our modern ones. The hall was built in 
the reign of Queen Elizabeth. [See on this subject “ Popu- 
lar Antiquities of Great Britain,” i,, where copious collections 
will be found upon this subject.] 




22 


,A MATCH AT MIDNIGHT. 


former, iu Thieving Lane, and ask him what he lias 
done in my business. He gets abundance ; and if 
he carry my cause with one false oath, he shall 
luivo ^loll ; ho will take her with a little. Are 
yon gone, sir 1 

Tii\r. Iso, forsooth. 

Hlood. As you come by Temple Bar, make a 
ste[> lo th* Devil. 

TiJi. To the DeA'il, father ? 

Sjm. My inaator means the sign of the Devil ; ^ 
and lie cannot hurt you, fool ; there's a saint holds 
him by the nose. 

Tim. Sniggers 1 what does the devil and a saint 
both in a sign ? 

Sim. "What a question's that 'I what does my 
master and his prayer-hook o* Sunday both in a 
pew ? 

■BrAion.^ Well, well, ye gipsy, what do we both 
in a pew ? 

Siii, "Why, make a fair show; and the devil and 
the saint does no moi’e. 

Bloou. You’re witty, you’re witty. Call to the 
man o’ th’ house, hid him send in the bottles of 
wine to-night ; they will be at hand i’ th' morning. 
"Will you run, sir ? 

Tim. To the devil, as fast as I can, sir ; the 
world shall know whose son I am. [/ixit. 

Blood. Let me see now for a poesy for the 
ring : never an end of an old saw ? ’Tis a quick 
widow, Sim, and would have a witty poesy. 

Sim. If she be quick, she’s with child; whoso- 
ever got it, you must father it ; so that 

^ This tavern, with the same sign as above described, 
[existed till 1787. See Gifford’s Ben Jonson, 1816, ix. 
84-6.] 

^ This question is improperiy given to Sim In the 4^. — 
Collier, 




A MATCH AT MIDNIGHT* 23 

You cotAe 0 * tA* nici. 

For Hht widou^s qtiiek. 

There's a mtty poesy for your quick widow. 

Blood. Ko, no ; III have one shall savour of a 
saw. 

Sim. IVhy then, 'twill smejH of the painted 
cloth.^ 

Blood. Let me see, a loidow vntty 

Sim. Is pastime pretty : — put in that for the 
sport’s sake. 

Blood, i^o, no, I can make the sport. Then, 

old man 

Sbl Then will she answer, If yon cannot^ a 
yoxinger can,^ And look, look, sir, now I talk of 
the younger, yonder's Ancient Young come over 
again, tliat mortgaged sixty pound per annum 
before lie went ; I’m deceived if he come not a day 
after the fair. 

Blood. ^line almanac t 

Sim. a prayer-book, sir? 

Blood. A prayer-book; for devout beggars I 
hate ; look, I beseech thee. Yortune, now befriend 
me, and I will call the plaguy whore in. Let me 
see, six months, 

Filter Ancient Young. 

Ano. Yes, 'tis lie, certain ; this is a business 
must not be slackened, sir. 

Sim. Look, 1 beseech thee ; we shall have oat- 
meal in our pottage six weeks after. 

Blood. Four days too late, Sim ; four days too 
late, Sim. 

Sim. Plumbs in our pudding a Sunday, plumbs 
in our pudding. 


^ [See Dyee’s Middleton, iii. 97 , and v. 208 J 
3 [ A line u£ an old song altered.] 
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A.NC. Master Bloodhound, os I take it. 

Blood. You*re a stranger, sir. l^Aside."] You 
shall be -witness, I shall he railed at else, they will 
call me devil I pray yotf, how many months 
from the first of May to the sixth of November 
following 1 

Anc. Siy months and four days, just. 

Blood. I ask, because the first of May last, a 
noble gentleman, one Ancient Young 

Anc. I am the man, sir. 

Blood. My spectacles, Sim : look, Sim, is this 
Ancient Young \ 

Sim. ’Twas Ancient Young, sir. 

Blood. And is t not Ancient Young 1 

Sm. No, sir, you have made him a young an- 
cient 

Blood. 0 Sim, a chair. I know him now, but 
I shall not live to tell him. 

Anc. How fare you, sir ? 

Sdt, The better for you j he thanks you, sir. 

Blood. Sick, sick, exceeding sick. 

Ano. O’ th’ sudden ? Strange ! 

Sim, a qualm of threescore years come over 
his stomach, nothing else.^ 

Blood, That you, beloved you, who, of all men 
i’ th* world, my poor heart floated on, whom I 
loved better than father, mother, brother, sister, 
uncles, aunts — ^what -would you havel that you 
should stay four days too late ! 

Anc, I have your money ready ; 

And, sir, I hope your old love to my father — — 


^ This is the reading of the quarto, but Mr Reed, without 
necessity or notice, changed it thus— 

** A quaba o( tLreesoore poundi a year came otct hte stomacb." 

Sim refers to the age and infirmity of Bloodhound. — Cof- 
lier. 
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Blood. Ka}^, nay, I am noble, fellow, yery 
noble, a very rock of friendsbip ; but — ^but I bad 
a house and bam burnt down to the ground since 
you were here. 

Anc. How? 

Blood. How ? burned — ask Sim. 

Sim. By fire, sir, by fire. 

Blood. To build up which, for I am a poor 
man — a poor man, I was forced by course of law 
to- enter upon your laud, and so, for less money 
than you had of me, I was fain to sell it to another. 
Tliat, by four days* stay, a man should lose his 
blood 1 our livings ! our blood ! 0 my heart ! 0 
my head ! 

Anc. Pray, take it not so heinous, we*ll go to 
him : Til buy it again of liim, he wou^t be too cruel. 

Blood. A dog, a veiy dog; tliere’s more mercy 
in a pair of unbribed bailitts. To shun all such 
solicitings, he’s rid to York. A veiy cut-throat 
rogue I But I’ll send to him. 

Akc, An honest old man, how it moves him 1 
[A«Ve.] This was my negligence. Good Sim, 
convey him into somo warmer room ; aud I pray, 
however Fortune — slie that gives ever with the 
dexterity she takes — sliall please to fashion out 
my sufierinss, yet for his sake, my deceased 
father, the long friend of your heart, in your 
health keep me happy. 

Blood. 0 right honest young man I Sim. 

Sim. Sir. 

Blood. Have I done't well ? 

Sim. The devil hims elf could not have done’t 
better. 

Blood. I tell thee an old saw, siirah — 

He that dissembles in wealth slujll not want; 

They say doomsday's cominy, hut ihinh you, not on'L 
This will make the pot seethe, Sim. 
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Anc.^ Good sir, talk no more, my mouth runs 
over, \Esxunt Bloodhound and Sm.] Sleep, 
Trake, worthy hesrgar, \rorthy indeed to he one, 
and am one worthily. How fine it is to wanton 
without affliction ! I must look out for fortunes 
over again: no, I* hare money here, and *tis the 
curse of merit not to work when she has money. 
There wa sa handsome widow, whose wild-mall- 
jcaloiis husband died at sea ; let me see. I am 
near Blackfi-iars, I’ll hare one start at her, or 
else 

Enttr ELOODnoUNS'S daughter MoLL, mth a hml 
of leer. 

Moll. By my troth, tis he t Captam. Young’s 
son. I have loved him even with languishings, 
ever since I was a girl ; hut should he know it, I 
should run mad, sure. AThat handsome gentlemen 
travel and manners make ! my father begun to 
you, sir, in a cup of small beer. 

Anc. How does he, prayl 

hloLL. Pretty well now, sir, 

Anc, hlasB, ’tis small indeed, [dsidf.] You’ll 
pledge me ? 

Moll. Yes, sir. 

Anc. Pray, will you tell me one thing ? 

Moll. AYhatis’t? 

Anc. AA hich is smaller, this beer or your maiden- 
head? 

Moll. The heer a great deal, sir, 

Anc. Ay, in quality. 

Moll. But not in quantity ? 


1 All that follows, to the eDtrasee of Moll, in the 4® ia 
made e con*Uauation of what is said hj BloodhoanA — Col- 
lier. 
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Akc. Ko. 

Moll. "Why? 

Akc. Let me try, and m tell yon. 

Moll. AVill you tell me one thing before you 
try? 

Avc. Ve?. 

Moll. "Which is smaller, this beer or your wit t 

AssC. 0 the beer, the beer. 

Moil. In quality 1 

Axe. Tes, and in the quantity. 

Moll. "W’hy. then, I praj , keep the quantity of 
your wit from the quality of my maideuliead, and 
you shall Bud my maidenhead more tlian your 
wit. 

Anc. a witty maidenbeail. bj this hand. 


ACT II., scent: 1. 

A table set oat Unter tiffo servants, Jarvis and 
JoiIK, as to cover it for dianer, 

John. Is my mistress ready for dinner! 

Jar. Yes, if diniiei bo rea*iy for my mistress. 

J OHN. Half an hour ago, man. 

Jar. But, prrthee, sir, is't for certain? for yet 
it cannot sink into my head that she is to be mar- 
ried to-morrow. 

John. Troth, she makes littlo preparation ; but 
it may be, she would be wedded, as she would be 
bedded, privately. 

Jak. Bedded, call you it! and s^e be bedded 
no better than he'll bed her, she may lie tantalised, 
and eat wishes. 

John. Pox on him 1 they say he's the iurantest 
miser ; we shall never live a good day with him. 
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Jab. "Well, and she he snipped by threescore 
and ten, may she live six score and eleven, and 
repent twelve times a day — that’s once an hour. 

\Exit 

Enter AVlDOW. 

WlD. Set meat o* tli* hoard. 

John. Yes. 

WiD. 'Why does your fellow grumble so ? 

John. I do not know. They say you’re to 
marry one that will feed us witl\ horse-plums in- 
stead of beef and cabbage. 

^YID. And are you grieved at that % 

John. No, but my friends .are. 

WiD. What friends are grieved 1 
John. My guts. 

WiD. So, it seems, you bemin clown 

John. Yes, and shiSl'conidude coxcomb, and I 
be fed with herring-bones. 'Sfoot, I say no more j 
but if we do want as much broad of our daily 
allowance as would dine a sparrow, or as much 
drink as would fox a fly/ I know what I know. 

"WiD. And Avhat do you know, sir ? 

J OHN. Why, that there goes but a pair of shears- 
between a promoter and a knave ; if you know 
more, take your choice of either. 

WiD. ’Tiswellj set on dinner. 

Enter J AIIVI3 wiili, a ralfliit in one hand and a dish 
of eggs in another, and the Maid. 

Jae. 0 mistress, yonder’s the mad gallant, Mas- 
ter Alexand^ Bloodhound, entered into the hall. 


^ ix.. Intoxicate a fly, 

* The 4® reads a pair of thttis, but evidently wrong. See 
Marstou's *^Malcouteut,” iv. 5. 
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WiD. You should have kept him out 

Maid. Alas ! ne'er a wenclx in town could do’t, 
he’s so nimble ; I had no sooner opened the door, 
but he thrust in ere I was aware. 

£ntfr Ai^xandkb. 

Alex. And how does my libtl^ handsome 
dainty, delicate, well-favoured, straight and comely, 
delicious, bewitching widow ? 

Jar. ’Sfoot, here’s one runs division before the 
fiddlers, 

AVid. Sir, this is no seasonable time of visit. 

Alex. ’Tis pudding-time, wench, pmlding-time ; 
and a dainty time, dinner-time, my nimble-eyed, 
witty one. Woot be maixied to-morrow, sirrah? 

[Sits io tahlt. 

Jar. She’ll be mad to-morrow, sirrah. 

Alex. AVhat, art thou a fortune-teller ? 

Jar. a chip of the same block— a fool, sir. 

Alex. Good fool, give me a cup of cool beer. 

Jar. Fill your master a cup of cool beer. 

Alex. Pish ! I spoke to the fool. 

Jar. I thought you'd brought the fool witli you, 
sir. 

Alex. Fool, ’tia my man; shalt sit, i’ faith, 
wench. 

AV^id. For once I’ll he as merry as you are mad, 
and learn fashions. I am set, you see, sir ; hut 
you must pardon, sir, our rudeness— Friday’s faro 
for myself, a dish of eggs and a rabbit ; 1 looked 
for no strange faces. . • i, 

Alex. Strange : mine’s a good face, i* faith j 
prythee, buss. 

Jar. AYhy, here's one comes to the business 
now. 

Alex. Sirrah, woot have the old fellow ? 
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Wm Your fatihear ? Yes. 

Ajxs. I tell thee thou shalt not; no, no; 1 
hare sacli [a lare one]^~this rabbiifs law too. 

Jab. There’s but one Taw bit, sir. 

Alfy. Thy jester, sore, shall have a coal^ 

WiD. Let it be of tout own cut> sir. 

X\.vs. Yar, nay, nay ; two to one is extremis — 
but, as I was telling thee, I have such a hushed 
for thee : so knowing, so discreet, so sprightly — 
fill a cap of claret — so admirable in desires, so 
ezcelleutly deserving, that an old man — ^fie, fie, 
ptythee. Here's to thee. 

WiD. The man’s mad, sure. 

Jar. Mad ! by this hmid, a witty gallant. 

John. Piythee, peace, shalt hear a song, 

£nt€r Ancient Young. 

WlD. AVhat cope’s-mate’s ^ this, trow ! who let 
him ini 

Jab. By this light, a fellow of an excellent 
breeding. 

He came unbidden, and brought liis stool with 
him. 

John, Look, mistress, how they stare one at 
another. 


[Th»e words seem to have dropped out of the old copy, 
as Aiexaoder immediately after puus on the word 'rai'e (pro* 
uouQced Bomecimes like raw).] 

^ ir., A fool’s coai^ such as the jesters or fools anciently 
wore. See notes to “Tempest,** act iiL bc. 2, by Dr John* 
eon and Mr Steevens. 

3 CoptBtaate Dr Johnson conjectures to be the same os 
ospsmale, a emnpaoiou in driuking, or one that dwells under 
the same cope, or house. 1 find the word used ju “The 
Curtain-Drawer of the World,** 1612, p. 81, but not accord- 
ing to either of the above explanations. “ Hee that tinists a 
tr^esman on his word, a usurer with his bond, a phiaition 
with his body, and the diveil with his soule, needes nut care 
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Jab. Yes, and evdi like $ ««mn^ ^ _ 
caia ^ met lij i^tasiee ? I^lif tek ida ^ 
gazret. 

lYm. Lool^ IlcM>k; csm' 100 ^ 

irM 'beasts : tliey karie- ih^ 

krak tbfij iU iiic» dwanr ^seatea. i 

itiiioi!iig9i& tEk-er Tnatl aBfkd l^bety 

kiPiDisncy. 

JljLiEL AretlhLexB!QmeQ^i>ii2!lke^^ 

]D<iO JtXDI tt-MmUr frlnintr (liS^TQ^^ frBfljy k&X PjSdtiltiB 

tt® a dlimtissr'? 

'WnK 'TiMtf- Kj ^sTQfiasiie; as stbRsm^ jfr 

XeS'-S IL'iJijH* tEL^mi, 


Maiitffr JSaS 3D‘AE2L 

JSas:. Miir HQireti Ihnair ossica-: imor DomlL hm m> 

mwfy. 

S' gfa w«il <2Lf tar lif'Tial. kunit' itHoeoL 

Wm Ajiotlbs;' !biiainr '! 

mci'i: ilifpfft'' miai' (^a<M : asud nfaiti ! ^ rfluimBtiiieaf, (^jj^ 

^ lais TfiML iiiii>-aj m WiMn mms t 

Srira T!ritiiTb» a. iiiiini^r liaiT nscL’iL 


'vShh Ikif' laroffts: a&cwur^, ocb’ \idiiu£ aisgiaimB^ sauawsSeei^ 
fliim aiiSj*..'*’ 

-ntm Qsud] ''>i;tilb. ocai't^at^ ojuii ^iWI .^ucDSO cuur .‘cnuestiia))^' 
'Biii aujfit Lus bt niHut; i3» ^unuiuai:. lIUuw Mautbit'-*-- 

—^BbSOBtUR. 

.jigtrihi. iiu Wlifllai^ie *”A5 ubs» SiCtui^ onfl 


Bot&idlqruUlui^Hi fEQrlU(S»K»D)i8tf1 
n &fe note- tia;) ‘‘‘(fioranair tfi 

saaHL nibu tiim anifes diit' ^ Sftr 

'iUdlld^, ttu tdhB ' ' Bbdli <iS. lEih^ Kfem^ 

3> [JA miiiKfem# nilliMMu mi <flur diM jibfW5.]| 
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Ean. What ! do hur keep open house ? Had. 
heard hur was widows that dwelt .here : are you 
widows, good womans 1 

WiD. I want a husband, sir.^ 

Ean. Augh, Randalls comes in very good times : 
you keep ordinaries, hur think. What, have you 
set a cat before gallants there 1 

Jar. They will eat him for the second coursei 
[AsiiUJl These are suitors to my mistress sure — 
things that she slights. Set your feet boldly in; 
widows are not caught as maids kiss — faintly, but 
as mastiffs fight — valiantly. 

Ran. Is bur so : 1 pray pid hur mistress observe 
Randalls for valours and prave adventures ] 

Ano. Some beer. 

WiD. Let them want nothing. 

Anc, Here, widow. 

WiD. I thank you, sir, 

Alex. Some wine. 

Jar. Here is wine for you, sir. 

Ran. Randalls will not be outpraved, I warrant 
hur. 

Alex. Here, widow. 

WiD. I thank you too, sir. 

Ran. Sounds, some metheglins here, 

WiD. What does he call fori 
Jar. Here are some eggs for you, sir. 

Ran. Eggs, man ! some metheglins, the wine of 
Wales. 

Jar. Troth, sir, here's none i' th’ house ; pray, 
make a virtue of necessity, and drink to her in this 
glass of claret. 

Ran. Well, because hur will make a great deals 


^ This reply, and the preceding question ol Randall, 
were omitted by Dodsley and Reed. 
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of necessities of virtues, mark, with what a graae 
Ivandalls 'will drink to hnr mistress. 

IVXaid. He makes at } ou, forsooth. 

WiD. Let him come, I have ever an English 
virtue to put by a Welsh. 

Ban. 0 noble uidows, huib heart was full ot 
■ivoes. 

Alex. No, noble Welshman, hnr heart was in 
liur hose. [Takes away his cup. 

Ban. Sounds, was that hur manners, to take 
away Bandall’s cujjs 1 

Anc. No, it showed scurvy. 

Alex. Tako’t you at woist, ihen. 

Anc. AA’holp of the devil, thou shalt see thy 
sire 1 fov’t. 

John, Jar. Gentlemen, what mean you 1 

Ban. Let hnr come, let hur come; Bandalls 
will redeem reputations, hur warrant hur. 

WiD. Bodeein your wit, sir. First for you, sir, 
you are a stranger; but you— fie, Master Blood- 
hound ! 

Anc, Ha ! Bloodhound I good sir, let me speak 
with you. 

Ban. Sounds, what docs Bandalls amongst 
ploodhounds^ Good widows, lend hur an ear. 

Alex. Ancient Young ! how false our memories 
have played through long discontinuance 1* But 
why met here,. man ? Is Mars so had a paymaster 
that our ancients fight xmder Cupid’s banner ? 

Anc. Faith, this was but a sudden start, be- 
gotten from distraction of some fortunes ; I pursue 
this "widow but for want of wiser work. 


^ [It is still a commoQ espressfon, that a person will see 
his yrandmother*’ after taking so aud so.j 

^ Mr Heed allowed it to stand continuance instead of dis- 
eontinuaneef which made nonsense of the passage. — Coi/ier. 
VOL. Xlll. C 
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•Tab. The TTekhsian laboius at it [.4n<&.] 
San. a pair of a htmdred of seeps, thiify piave 
co^, and tn-elre dozen of nmts. 

WiD. Twelve dozen of goose : 

San, Give hnr hut another hark ' 

At.et- He has the mortgage stiU, and I hare a 
handsome aster : do hat meet at the Fountain in 
Fleet Street after dinner : 0, I will read thee a 
history of happiness, and diou shak thank me. 
Ang. At, read, all’s well or weapons. 

Alez. a word, JarriSb [ir/iWMtvM hivL] 

Ban. 0 prare widows, hur will meet hnr there, 
hnr knows hnr times and hur seasons, hnr warrant 
hnr. Bandalls will make these prare gallants 
hang hitrselfs in those garters of willow-garlands 
apout hnr pates ; mark hnr now. and remember. 

[Art/. 

Anc. Adieu, sweet widow ; for my ordinan*— 

ktt‘. 

WiD. Twas not so much worth, sir. ^ 

Anc. You mean, ’twas worth more then ; and 
thatfs another handBOmely begged. 

[Kisffs her apatn^] 
Wn>. Yon conclude women ciimiing beggars, 
them 

Anc. Yes, and men good benefactors. Mr best 
wishes wait on so sweet a mistress. \Yill you 
walkt [Exit Ancient.] 

Alex, I'll follow you. "Woot think on't soon 
at night, or not at all ? [Aside to JaeviS.] 

Jae. I would not hare my irishes wronged ; if 
I should bring it about handsomely, you can be 
honest. [jlsftfe.] 

Alex . Can [I] I dost conclude me a satin cheat 1 

[Aside.] 

Jae. K'o, a smooth gallant, sir. Do not you 
fail to be here soon at nine, BtUl proiuded you will 
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l>e honost : if I convey yoa not under her bed, 
iliror me a top o’ tb” tester, and lay sie out o' th' 
Tiray like a rustr bilbo. [Jwtfr,] 

Alex. Enough: drink that (jirinfr him 

moncp.^ Farewell, ■vridow ; Fate, the Desitiuies, 
and tlie three iH-faronred Sistidl« have concluded 
the means, and when I am thy husband 

AVid. 1 shall be your wife. 

Alex. Do but roraember these cross capers then, 
ye bitier'Sweet one.* [.£af«V. 

M'lP. Till then adieu, you bitter-sweet one. 

-Tar. Tins dinner would hare showed better in 
bed-laue ; and she at the other side holdeth her 
wliole nest of suitors [at] play. AThat ait decks 
the viark labyrinth of a womans heart ! 

Snier Mahy Bloodhousi) SlM. 

Moll. l^Iarry old Ear-lack 1 is my father mad 1 

SrsL Therre both a-concktling on'fc yotider ; 
lo-morrow’s the day ; one wedding-dinner must 
serve both marriages. 

Moll. O Sim { the Ancient, the delicate 
Ancient j there's a man, and thou talk’st of a 
man ; a. good face., a sparkling eye, a straight 
bodv, a hand, a clean leg and foot All, 

sweet Sim^&ere’s a man worth a maidenhead. 

Eut ^' Bloodhoxtxd and Eak-lack. 

Sni. But I say, Master Ear-lack, the old man I 
a foot like a bear, a leg like a bed-staff, a hand 


‘ See note to *' Romeo and Juliet,^ aofc ii. sc. S. rol. s. 
edit. 1778. — StcevenM. 
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like a hatehet, an. eye I^e a p^, and a face like a 
winter peony ; ^ there's a man for a maidenliead 

MoUfc O loot, look ! O, alas ! what shall 1 do 
irith him, 1 

Si3f. What 1 why, what shall fifteen do with 
sixty and twelve 1 make a screen of him ; stand 
nest che fire, whilst you sit behind him and keep 
it friend’s lips warm, ilany a wench would he 
glad of such a fortune. 

Blood. Your oath struck it dead then, o' my 
side ? 

Ear. Five hundred deep of your side, i' faith, 
father. 

Blood. Moll, come hither, Moll; I hope Sim 
has discovered the project. 

Ear. And to-morrow mast he the day. Moll ; 
both of a day : one dinner shall serve. Wo may 
have store of little ones; we must save for our 
fainOy. 

Moll. Good sir, what rashness was pareufc to 
this madness ? marry an old man — Eai‘-lack the 
informer ! 

Blood. Madness ! You're a whore. 

E.\r. Is she a whore, Sim I 

Sim. She must he your wife, I tell 

Blood. An arrant whore, to refuse Master 
Innocent Ear-lack of Bogue-land ! — that for liis 
dwelUng : next, that he doth inform now and then 
against enormities, and hath been blanketed — it 
may he, pumped in's time ; yet the world knows 
he does it not out of need ; he’s of mighty means, 
but takes delight now and then to trot up and 
down to avoid idleness, you whore. 


^ [Old copy and former editioDB, pigme. The peony is 
very apt to be nipped by the frost, ax^ so to he pinched up ; 
hence Sim's aimilitude.j 
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Sim. Good sir I 
Eau. Pray, father ! 

Moll. This wound wants oil. Good sir. in all 
Tny paths 

I will make rou my guide ; I was only startled 
AVith the suddenness of the maTriage, 

In that I kiii'W that this dober^ung gentleman 
And 1 had never so much conference, 

TVherebj* this coal of Paphos — hy the rhetoric 
Of his love-<teahng. heart-captivating language — 
Might he blown into a flame. 

Ptn. P s sht take tobacco. f.ither J 
llLOon. Xo. I'o. man : these arc out of ballads ; 
>he has all the Garland of Good-wiU ^ by heart. 

Eu 5, Smul.N she may sing me asleep o’ night.« 
then, Sini. 

right, sir : and then ’ti« but tickling 
you o th' lorehead with her heels, you arc awake 
again, and n*- «.r the worse man. 

Mull Ib h- hai ihe years older than yourself, 

«.ir ! 

Em. N.iy. I vant a w'eek and three days of that 

toCk, 

Bloop. ril till thee an old saw fort, girl — 

Oh^ STV he be. old JAades are best, 
htiiris are wcirr old. 

Ha. ha > 

Witz'' ffuh ufoimd in gold ? 

Sim. I will answer presently, sir. with another 
saw. 


1 One of the miacellaneona eoilections of bouqs and poems, 
formezly published, called ** Garlands.'* The names of a great 
inunbn- of theae, and, amongst the rest. The (^land of 
Qood-will,” by T. D.. enumerated in [llaslitt’s 

** Handbook,* 1S67, art. Qarlaads, Peloney. &el 
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Blood. Let’s ha’t, let’s ha’fe. 

Ear, Hark, HoU. 

Sdi. Young i say she he young^ young mutton's . 
sioeet^ 

Content is above gold; 

If^ like an old cocky he with young mutton 
meet, 

lie feeds like a cuckold. 

Blood. A veiy pretty pithy one, I protest ; 
look, an’ Moll do not laugh : shall have a pair •>£ 
gloves for that. "WTiat leather dost love 1 

SiJL Calf, sir ; sheep's too simple for me. 

Blood. Naj", ’tis a witty notable knave ; lie 
should never serve me else. 

Enter JOHN with a letter. 

John. My mistress rememhers her love, .ami 
requests you would inure her so much to your 
patience as to read that. 

Blood. Love-letters, love-lies : dost mark, Sim ; 
these ■women are violent, Sim. Whilst I read the 
lie/ do you rail to him upon the brewer ; s\\’oar 
he has deceived us, and save a cup of beer by’t. 

SiJL I will not save you a cup at that rate, sir. 

Ear. I cau make tlice a hundred a year join- 
ture, wencli. At the first, indeed, I liegan with 

there I picked ; but now I run through none but 
things of value. 

Moll. Sir, many thoughts trouble me ; and 
your words carry such weight, that I will choose 
a time, when I have nothing else to do, to think 
on ’em. 


^ [A play on the similerity between lye and He, the 
former being the dregs or lees of beer.] 
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£ar. By my troth, slie talks the \ 7 ittiliest, an’ 1 
would understand her. 

Blood. 0 nimble, nimble widow ! I am sorry 
we hare no better iricnds ; [To John] but pray, 
commend me, though in a blunt, dry commenda- 
tion ] at the time and place appointed I wonnot 
fad. I know she has a nest of suitors, and would 
cany it close, because she fears surprisal. 

[AhreV JOHX.] 

Ear. What news, father 1 
Blood. Shalt lie there all night, sou. 

Ear. Was that the first news I heard on’t ] 
Blood. I must meet a friend i* th* dark soon : 
let me see, wc lovers are all a little mad ; do you 
and Moll take a turn or two f th' garden, whilst 
Sim and I go up into the garret and devise till 
the guests come. [Exit 

SiA£. He's a little mad. I had best hang him 
upon the cross-beam in the garret, [Exit 

Ear. Come, Moll, come, Malkin:^ well even 
to the camomile bed, and talk of household stuff ; 
and be sure thou rememberest a trade, 

Moll. Please you go before, sir. 

Ear, Nay, an old ape has an old eye ; I shall 
go before, an’ thou woot show me a love-trick, and 
lock me into the garden. I will come discreetly 
behind, Moll. 

Moll. Out upon him, what a suitor have J got ■ 
I am sorry you're so bad an archer, sir. 

Ear. Why, bird, why, bird t 
Moll, Why, to shoot at butts, when you should 
use prick-shafts : short shooting will lose you the 
game, 1 assure you, sir. 


^ [Moll and MalJein are the same, of course. £ar*lack, just 
after, plays on the meanings of the words ied and stvffj 
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Alex That delicate, sweet young gentle 
woman 

Tim Foil * this tobacco * 

Auex That bears the blush oi morning on her 
cheeks, 

Whose eyes are like a pair of talking twins 
Tqi She looks just upon me 
Al'EX I think >ou are in haste 
Tim No, no, no, pray 

Alex Whose lips are beds of ro&es, betwivt 
which 

There steals a breath sweetei than Indian spict" 
Tim Sweeter than ginger • 

Alex. But then to touch tho&e bps» you bta\ 
too long, sure ^ 

Tor Pish, I tell 5 ou I do not I knon nij tinu 
Pray, what’s her name^ 

Alex But ’tis descended fiom tlie ancient 
stem. 

[p’] the great Trebatio,^ Lmdabiide’a lici name 
That ancient mation is hei re^veiend gi annum 
Tim Niggers, I haie read ot her in tlie Minui 
of Knighthood - 

Allx Come, thei shall know j on 
Tim Najjbiotliei 


' [Former edit *. , Tt ihntxe ] 

** [Ihe “Mirror of Kaigliihood * better knoi\n as the 
* Kmght of the Sud,” *( romance in nine puts tran htei 
into Englieh byMirgaret Tyler and otheib, between lo7*) 
ind IQOl Complete sets are of the gieatest rarity Ibo 
bibliography of the work may be seen in Hazlitt i Enight 
of the Sun ] 

It appears that Thomas Este, the pnnter, [originally] uu 
dertook the publication of this work, which is executed by 
different 'translatore, and dedicated to different patrons 
Margaiet Tyler {ihvM to «<«, as ^e says at the ooncUision of 
her address to the reader) haying no concern with any (lait 
but the first — Suevmi 
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Alisx. I say they shall. 

Tim, Let me go dowu ami ■wash my face first. 

Alex. Youi* face is a fine face. My brother, 
gentlemen, 

Capt. Sir, you’re victoriously welcome. 

Tim. That wonl lias e'en conquered me. 

Lieut. I desire to kiss your Jiand, sk. 

Tim. Indeed, but you shall not, sir : I went out 
early, and forgot to ■wash them. 

Mis. CoOTE. Precious dotterel * [Asitk. 

Capt. Sir, I shall call it a courtesy if you shall 
please to vouchsafe to pledge me. 

Tim. Vi'hAi is't, brother ) Pour or sis 

Capt. Four or six( ’tis rich Canary: it caiuo 
fixjin beyond the seas. 

Tim. 1 will do no courtesy at this time, sir ; yet 
for 0110 cup I care not, because it comes from be- 
yond the seas, 1 think ’tis outlandish wine. 

ISUE. Look lunv it glides I 

Mis. Coote. Xovv% truly, the gentleman dviuk^ 
as like one blaster 'Widgeon, a kinsman of 
mine 

Lieut. Pox on you ( heildom l- 

TiJt. I ha’ heard of that AVidgeon, I ha’ been 
taken for liini ; and now I think on’t, a cup of this 
is better than our four-shilling beer at home. 

Lieut. You must drink another, sir : you drank 
to nobody. 

Tdl Is it the law that, if a man drinks to no- 
body, lie must drink again i 


^ Tim means to ask, is it /our or rix $hiUmg heer, suppos- 
ing that such was the hever^;, to which the Captain replies 
sconifully, Four or six / 'Tit rick Canary, &c. This was 
omitted by Mr Beed.— Collier. 

-[Former edits., /bo; on you heilding. Seildtm is a 
ktalth, and the lieutenant means to say that Tim should 
propose one.] 
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Ohnes. Ay, ay, ay. FiU his glass, 

Tdl "Why, then, I “will drink to nobody once 
more, because I will drink again: 

AtW Did not I tell yonl More wine there, 
drawer. 

Sue. This pj^ant’s worth the seeing, by this 
hand. 

Till. Methinks this glass was better that t'other, 
gentlemen. 

Capt. 0 sir, the deeper the sweeter ever. 

Tim. Do you think so ? 

Lieut. Ever that when ye drink to nobody. 

Tim. iyhj, then, I pray give me t’other cup. 
that I may drink to somebody. 

Mis. Coote. I have not drunk yet. sir. 

Alex. Again, ye witch ; Drink to the young 
gentlewoman. 

Tim. Mistress Lindabrides. 

Sue, Thanks, most ingenious sir. 

Tim. She’s a little shame-faced- The deeper 
the sweeter, forsooth. 

Alex, Pox on you for a coxcomb ! 

Enier ANCIENT YoUNG \8tandwff nnde\ 

Anc. r th’ next room I have seen and heard .ill. 
0 noble soldiers 1 

Tim. Here, boys, give us some more wine. 
There’s a hundred marks, gallants j ’tis your own, 
an’ do but let me bear an office amongst ye. I 
know as great a matter has been done for as small 
a sum. Pray let me follow the fashion. 

Capt. Well, for once take up the money. Give 
me a cup of sack, and give me your hand, sir ; and, 
because our Flemish corporal was lately choked at 
Delft with a dap^lragon,^ bear you his name and 


^ [See Dyce’s MiddletoD| i. 66.) 
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place, and be henceforth called Corporal Cods- 
head. Let the health go round ! 

Tim. Hound ! An’ this go not round . — Some wine 
there, tapster. Is there ne’er a tapster i' th’ house 1 
[Ascibst shorn himself, 

Alex. Jly worthy friend, thoutt master of thy 
word. Gentlemen, ’tis Ancient Young; you’re 
soldiers; come, come, save cap: compliment in cup. 
Prythee, sit down. 

Anc. Are you a captain, sir 1 

Capt. Yes. 

Anc. And you a lieutenant ? 

Lieut. Yes. 

An’G. I pray, where served you last ? 

Capt. Why, at the battle of Prague.^ 

Axo. Under what colonel? lu wliat regiment ? 

Capt. Why, lot me see — but come, in company ? 
Let's sit, sir. True soldiers scorn unnecessary 
discourse, especially in taverns. 

Axo, *Tis true, true soldiers do : but you are 
tavern-rats. 

C.iPT. How? 

Alex. Prj thee ! 

Axo. Foul food, tliat lies all day undigested 
Upon the queasy stomach of some tavern, 

And are spew’d out at midnight. 

Tim. Corporal Gods-head’s health, sir. 

Axe. In thy face, fool. [Tim t'eliyes, 

Alex. This is cruel, Ancient. 

Ano. You are but 

Theworms of worth, the sons of shame and baseness, 
That in a tavern dare outsit the sun, 

^ This battle was fought at Weisenberg, near Prague, 18th 
XoTember 1620, and was fatally deiu^ve against the Elector 
PjQatine who, in consequence of it» not only lost his new 
kiogdom of Bohemia, but also was deprired by ^e Emperor 
of his hereditaTy dominions. 
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And, ratlier than a whore shall part unpiedg’d, 
You’ll pawn your souls for a superfluous cup, 
Though ye cast it into the reckoning. 

The true soldier, who is all o‘er, a history of man, 
Kohle and A'aliant ; wisdom is the mould 
In which he c'lsts lus actions. Such a discreet 
temperance 

I'oth daily deck his doings, that by liis modesty 
He's guQSh’d the son of merit, and by his mildness 
I's heUeved valiant. Go, and build no more 
These airy castles of hatched fame, n Inch fools 
flnly admire and fear you for : the iso man 
T)erid€s aud jeers you a*» puffs. [Be] leally at ^ 
Virtue and valour, tho-^e tair twins, 

That are hora, breathe, and die together ; then 
you’ll no more be called butterflies, but men : 
Think on’t, and pay your reckoning. [Exit. 

Catt. Shall we suffer this, Saunder I 

Alex. I must go after him. 

StJE. Kill him, an’ there bo no more men in 
C’hristendom. 

Alkx. I know my sister loves him, and he 
swears he loves her ^ and, by this hand, it shall go 
hard if he have her not, smock and all. Brave, 
excellent man ! Witli what a strength of zeal we 
atUnire that goodness in another which'we cannot 
call our own ! [Exit, 

Lieut. He's a dead man, I warrant him. 

Cai*t. But where's our corporal! Corporal, 
corporal ! 

Tim. AVell, here's your corporal, an* you can be 
quiet. [Loo^s out.^ 

^ [In the former edits, this passage stands, *’ jeers ye puffs 
realty of."] 

® Tim, who has hidden or ensconced himself, looks out, 
and not the Captain, as Mr Heed made it, by misplacing 
the stage direction. — Collier. 
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Sue. Look, aa’ he have not ensconced ^ himself 
in a wooden castle. 

Tim. Is he gone that called us butterflies ? 

Mis. Coote. Yes, yes ; h* has taken wing ; and 
your brother’s gone after him, to fight with 
him. « 

Tim. That’s well ; he cannot in conscience but 
do us the courtesy to hill him for us. Come, gal- 
lants, what shall we do I I'll never go home to go 
to bed with my guts full of four-shillings beer, 
Avhen I may replenish tliem with sack. Ha I now 
am I iis lusty ! ilethinks we two have blue 
beards. Is there ne’er a wench to be had? 
Drawer, bring us up impossibilities, an honest 
u'horo and a conscionable reckoning. 

Lieut. "Wiiy, here's all firo-wit, whe'r * he will 
or no. 

Sue. a whore I O tempting, handsome sir I 
think of a rich wife rather. 

Tim. Tempting, handsome sir I She’s not mar- 
ried, is she, gentlemen ? 

Capt. a woodcock springed I Let us but keep 
him in tins bacchanaliim mist till morning, and 
'tis (lone. [Aaule. 

Tim. Tempting, handsome sir ! I’ve known a 
woman of hauusome, tempting fortunes throw 
herself away upon a. handsome, tempting sir. 


^ A sconce is a petty fortifi^tion. The verb to ensconce 
oceura more than osce in Ghakeapeare. Bee note on “ The 
Merry Wivea of 'Windeor,” act ii. bc. 2. — SUeoens. [This 
note amounts to nothing, os the word cnacance is Tery 
common, and all that is here intended is that Tim, fright- 
ened at the Ancient, had lUdden himself behind a chest of 
drawers (a very petty fortification 1} or some otiier article of 
furniture.] 

* i.e.f \7hether. It is frequently so [spelled in anment 
writers. See Ben Jenson’s '*Kew Inn,” act r. sc. 2., and 
Mr Whalley’s note, [QiSbrd'e edit., v. 428.] 




id 


A HATCH AT ICDNIGHT. 


Xject. Hark you, sir : if eke had, and conld he 
tempted to’t, have you a mind to marry "i Would 
you marry her 1 

Ttv 0, and a man were so worthy, tempting 
sir. 

Lieut. Give me hut a piece from you. 

Tim. And -vriien wiil you give it me again ? 

Lieut. Pray, give me but a piece from you. Til 
pay this reckoning into the bargain : and if I have 
not a trick to maie it your own. I'll give you ten 
for’t — here's my witne&s. 

Tim. There ‘ti^? ; bend thee good luck >nth‘t. 
and go drank to bed. 

LnxT. Do not you he too rash, for she observes 
you, and is infinitely atfected to good lirpediUjj. 

Ti3r. I wuDiioc <peuk, I tell } ou. tdl ) ou hold up 
your finger or fall a-whistling. 

Capt, Come, weT pay at bar. and to the Jlitre 
in Bread Street we'll make a mid night on't. 
Please you, sweet ladies, but to walk into Breail 
Street; thi'a gentleman has [had] a loulish t'light 
supper, and lie most ingeniously profes«ie'5 it would 
appear to him the meridian altitude of Jiis deisired 
liappiness hut to have the table deckel with a 
pair of perfections so exquisiiely refulgent. 

Tim. He talks all sack, and he will drink no 
small heer. 

Mis. Coote. Pray lead, and we - shall follow; 

Sue. Bless mine eyes ! my heart U full of 
changes. [Exit. 

Tim. O, is it so t X hare heard there may he 


1 From % passage in “Bam Alley,” ^x. 818], it has already 
appeared there wai e two taTenu at this time vidth the same 
aigD. 

* [Former edits., Ae.] 
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more changes in a ^roisan'e heart ia an hwat thaa 
cart bo rung upon six bells in seven days. Well, 
go thy ways : little dost thou think how thou shalt 
be betrayed. ^Vitllin this four-and-twenty hotu's 
thou shalt be mine own mte, flesh and blood, by 
father and mother, 0 tempting, handsome sir ! 

[Hxeunt. 


ACT III., SCENE 1. 

£niO‘ JoHK aud ihe Maih. 

John. But, sirrah, canst tell whac my 
menus to do with her suitors I 
M-UU. Nay, nay, i know not ; but there is one 
of them, I am sure, woith looking after. 

John. "WhiLh is he. I prytheo i 
Maid. 0 Jo!\n. 3kCasier Kaiulall, John. 

John. The \VeUhmun t 
Ar.,UD- The wirry ni.'iu. the j':i':ry m.m the^ 
singing'iiuiu. Ho has the duuitu^t vUtty. so full 
of pith, so full of spirit, as they «i>. 

John. Ditties! they aro the tdd ends of hadada,' 
Maid. Old emU ! 1 am sure tlu'\ are now 
bemnuings witli me, 

John. Hero comes my mistress. 


Widow Jauvis. 

Wh). "Wlio was that knocked at the gate 1 
J_4R. Why, your Welsh w'ooev. 
klAiD. Alas ! the sight on’s eyes is enough to 
singe my Httlo maidouhoad. i shall nerer be able 
to endure him. \Kxit MaUj. 


^ [Old copy, cmf# oUl haUtlt , } 

VOL* ^ 
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Mnttr Bandall. 

Ban. Wheti high King Henry ruVd this land^ 
The couple of her name. 

Besides hur queen was teavhj lodd, 

A fair and princely — teidotos. 

Hark you, widows ; Kandalls was disturbed in 
cogitations about lands, ploughs, aud cheese- 
presses in W<ale8 ; and, by cat, hur have forgot 
wliere hur and hur meet soon at pright dark even- 
ings. 

Wro. Why, on the ’Change, in the Diitcli walks. 

Ban. 0 haw, have hur i but Bandalls was talk 
no Dutch; pray meet her in the Welsh walk. 
Was no Welsh walk there ? 

WiD. Fie, no ! There are no Wclsli merchants 
there 1 

Ban. Mass, was fery true, was all shentlomen 
in Wales, Hur never saw hur shambermaid : 
pray, where was her shambermaidl 

Jab. Taken up i’ th’ kitchen, sir. 

Ban. Can hur make uedding-ped pravely for 
Bandalls and widows ^ 

WiD. Pray tell him, Jarvis, whe’r- she can or no. 

Jar. Sir, not to delay, but to debilitate the 
strength of your active apprchen&ion of my mis- 
tress’s favour 

Ban. Was fery good words. 

Jar. Hark in your ear : she will have her nest 
feathered with no British breed. 

Ban. Sounds, was not British so good as Eng- 
lish! 


1 A stansa, with some alterations, of the old ballad of 
“Fair Ro-amond,” [printed in Deloney*s “(Jarland of 
Good-'Will."] See Povey'B " Reliquea," vob ii. 

* See note on p. i7. 
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Jab. Yes, where there's wisdom, wit, and 
valour ; but, as amongst our English, we may have 
one fool, a knave, a coxcomb, and a coward, she 
bid me tell ^ ou, she lus seen such wonders come 
out of Wales. In one word,^ you’re an ass, and 
she’ll have none of you. * 

R.vn. Augh, Saint Tavie, Owen, Morgan, and all 
hur cousin^ ! was widow hci^elf say so ? 

AVid. Good sir, let every circumstance jnake up 
one answei’, take it with you. 

Jad. And the llomau answer is, the English 
goose, sir.- 

luiN. Sounds I Imr was kill now I Gog and 
Gogmagog ! a whole dozen of shiante. Make fool 
of Handalla ! EandalU was v isht to as jn'avo 
match as widows ; was know one Mary Blood- 
hound, as ha’ all. n heu her father kick up heels : 
and, by cat, though Imr never saw hur, hur will 
sen<l hur lovo*Iettei*s presently, get hur good-wills, 
and go to shuvcli and marry, and hur were eight- 
and-thirty, two hundred and niue and fifty widows. 
Mark hur now. \Kxit llANDALL. 

Jar. Ho pelts as he goes pitifully. 

AV ID. AVliere’s Mary ? 

John. Mary! 

MnUr AIaid, 

AA^id. Pray go to Aldgate, to my sempstress, for 
my ruff ; I must use it, say, to-morrow. Did 5*0 
hid her hollow it just in the Prench fashion cut ? 

Maid. Yes, forsooth. 

AA'^id. 'Twaa well ; we have no other proof in 
use that wo are English, if we do not zany them. 
Let John go with you. 


^ The 4^ reads one shirt, — Chllier. 

* A puQ on the Latin word anse?*, which signifies a gooss. 
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iDLiDi Tea, ^^bSl 

JiJBt. Bat pray, fopsooth, how do you. meaa to. 
jiiann.^.e of'yaur anitora i 

wiD- Shall I tell tiaee'i For this. tJioii hsst 
^fpveia hihrj hia Gcxe. and he ia paat care ; for old 
4;lQ<!xiheiiiid the 'aaiJraionger, I writ to him to meet 
me .aooTr,, at ten m the dank, upon the 'Change ; 
and i£ I come notby ten,heahoalti stay till LW“et?e: 
frttfmA- tiELo; aomethfiig mystically tliac. to avoid soi- 
prisal® ol other rivaS, I mean to go tram, thence 
'With iiQiiHi to lie at Eds house all nighr, and go to 
elitnrEhmth hfni r th* morning ; -^hen my meaning 
is fltily ImaveTyj to make myself mtirry, and Ie3 
him cool hia heels ^ there till morning, 

Jak. And now have I a trhimsy, neTrly jumped 
into chft ooli of ingenioua apprehension, to sauce 
him daintily; thnc. for that. What thuih you of 
the gentleman that brought a stool with him out 
off the hail, and aat down at dinner wi:L you in the 
parfoTir'J 

WiD. They «ay he’s an. ancient, hat I affect not 
Ms eolcriirs. 

JxB, But what say yon to the nuid. vicrarioas 
Alexander * 

WSSJL X mid, mad roarer, a trouble not worth 
KKHiidins. 

JjiR. He wilL mind you ere mvming. troth, mia- 
tre^ There ■waits a gentieman i* th* 

next jQom that hath a Mag time loved you, and 
has watched for sach an hour, when all was out of 
doors, to teB yon so ; and, none being within hat 
yon ami I, he desires yon would hear him Srpeak, 
and there*s an end on’t. 


^ To €9fii Aig iait is s TSty common e^reaBioo, wbidi for 
BCae Rscsa^ or psriiaps so reason, was altered tn the edC' 
Ml cf ijS&t to mbI jlimaE^ — fWttr, 
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Wm. "WIiafeislM! ? 

Jak. Aa honest man. 

Wn). Hott know you I 

Jak. ’Wliy, he told me so. 

W ID. Ami why were you such a fool to take his 
own worth 

Jab. Bec^inse ail -the wit X had could get 
nobody's else. 

WiD. A knare will ever tell you he's an honest 

■ntATT. 

-Jar. Buti an honest man will uever tell you he's 
a knave. 

Vrn). "Well, str, your m^tress dares look upon 
the honest man. 

Jar. And the honest man dares look upon my 
raistress. [AVif. 

\S"n>. ’Tis the roushesc, Himtest fellow. Vet, 
when I take young Bloodhoimd to a retired colleo- 
tion of scattered judgmeut, wMch often lies dis- 
jointed with the confused distraction of so numy, 
mechinks he dwells in mr opinion a right 
ingenious ^ spirit, veiled merely with the vanity of 
youth and wiidueas. He looks, niefchinks, like one 
tliat could retract himself from his mad starts, and, 
when he pleased, turn tame. His handsome wild- 
ness, metliinks, becomes him, could he keep it> 
bounded in tlirifc and temperance. But dovni, 
these thoughts; my resolve rests here in private. 


^ And inyeniiotf* formerly ueed indisorimU 

naiel^ fur eacb other, t'^bo truth seems to be that 
inffenwva was merely undemood foimerly m ihe sense in 
which we use it now, and that \wjtniwSf on the contrary, 
bad a larger meaning, standing generally for ibe gifts of the 
mind or iuteliect. Otd-fashios^ people only would say of 
such an one, “ He’s an ingenious man,** meaning a person oi 
iatelieciued culture.l 
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But from a foolj a miser, and a man too jealous 
for a little sweetness [in] love, Cupid defend me ! 


EiiUr Jarvis like a gentleman^ very brave, with his 
former clothes in his hand.^ 

Jab, And to a widow wise, nobly liberal and 
discreetly credulous, Cupid bath sent me. 

WiD. Pray prove you, as you appear, a gentle- 
man. 

Why, Jarvis ? 

Jab,. Look j’ou, here’s Jarv« hangs by geometry 
[Hangs up his livery ] ; and here’s the gentleman — 
for less I am not — that afar off, taken with, the 
fainted praises of your wealthy beauty, your per- 
son, wisdom, modesty, and all that can make 
woman gracious, in this habit sought aud obtained 
your service. 

WtD. For heaven’s sake what's your intent ? 
Jar. I love you. 

WiD. Pray, keep off. 

Jar, I would keep from you. Had my desires 
bodies, 

How I could beat them into better fashion, 

And teacli them temperance. For I rid to find 
• you j 

And, at a meeting amongst many dames, 

I saw you first. 0, how your tsdking eyes, 

Those active, sparkling sweet, discoursing ^ twins, 
In their strong captivating motion told me 
The story of your heart ! A thousand Cupids, 


^ The stage direction in the old copy is not very intelli- 
gible : Enter like a genlietnan very brave, wiiA JarvU 
deaths in's hand, — Collier, 

* The 4** reads sweet discovered (wins.^CdUier, 
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Methought, sat playing on that pair of crystals,^ 
Carrying, to the swiftness of covetous fancy, 

The very letters we spell love with. 

"WiD. Fie, fie! 

Jak. I have struck her to the heart, though my 
face * 

Apparelled with this shield of gravity, [bear] ^ 

The neglected roughness of a soldier’s dart. 

These diamond-pointed eyes but hither throw, 
And you will see a young spring on’t ; but ques- 
tion 

Time’s fair ones, theyll confess, though with a 
blush. 

They have often found good wijie at an old busli. 
My blood is young, and full of amorous heats, 
Which but brauen J out into these lusty veins, 
Would play and dally, and in wanton turnings 
Would teach you strange constructions, [madam.J 
Let time and jilaco then, with love’s old friend, 
Opportunity, instruct you to be wise. 

W ID. Alaa, sir ! 

Where learned you to catch occasions thus ? 

Jar. Of a lawyer's clerk, wench, that, with six 
such catches, leaped in five years from his desk to 
liis coach, drawn with four horses. 

WiD. Do you mean marriage 1 
Jar. Marriage is a cloying meat ; many who 
thou woot to make a show to ^roud thee from tlie 


^ A common expreeeion to signify the eyes. See sereral 
instances in Mr Steerenfi’s note on *' King Henry V.,” act ii. 

BC. 8. * 

* [The test has heeo changed here, with what degree of 
snccess the reader has to determine. In the fonner editions 
it stood thus — 

"Tbrou^b ay Itace 
Apparelled with this field of granty, 

I’he neglected roughsesa of a soldier's dart.’* 

Perhaps this passage was intended as an aeufe.J 
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storms round-headed opinion, that sways all the 
world, may let fall on thee. Mo cousin thou shait 
call. Once in a month or so, I’ll read false letters 
from a far-distant uncle, insert his commendations 
to thee, hug thy believing husband into a pair of 
handsome horns"; look upon him with one eye, 
and wink upon thee with the other. Wouldst 
have any more ? 

■VViD. The return of servants, or some friendly 
visit, ‘Will intercept us now : re-assume 3mur habit, 
and be but Jaiwis till to-morrow morning, and, by 
the potent truth of friendship, I will give you 
plenty of cause to confess I love you truly and 
strongly. 

Jar. You’re in earnest 1 

WiD. On my life, serious ; let this kiss seal it. 

Jar. The softest wax ever scaled l)awdy busi- 
ness i Now for old Bloodhound : I’ll moot you 
upon lihe ’Change, sir, with a blind bargain, ami 
then hell) your son to a good pennyworth : this 
night shall be all mirth, a mistress of delight. 

[JCxtuyU. 

JSnUr Bloodhound,^ Sim, and Moll. 

Blood. Nay, nay, nay. mark what follows ; I 
must bring her home i’ tli* dark, turn her up to 
bed, and here she goes to church. My cloak, sirrah. 

Sim. ’Tis a very dark night, sir ; you’ll not have 
a cloak for the rain.® 

Blood. I’m going to steal the widow from 
know not how many. 


^ The 4® has Enter Bloodhowid, Ear-loch letterc, 
5m, and Moll. But aa there is no businesa nor apeech for 
Ear-lack during the whole scene, I bare expunged bis name. 
* [An alluaion to the prorerb, “ He has a cloak for every 
” — t.e., an expedient for every turn of fortune.] 
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Sim. Nay, then I'll let your cloak for the rain 
alone, and fetch you a cloak for your knavery. 

Blood. To bed, to bed, good Sini. "What, Moll, 
I say! 

Moll. Sir. 

Blood. I charge you, let not ^ne be up i* th' 
house but yourself after the clock strikes ten, nor 
a light he stiiring. Moll, trick up the green, bed- 
chatuber very daintily. * 

Moll, I shall, sir. 

Blood. And — wcU-rcmembcred, Moll — the keys 
of my compting-house are in the left pocket of my 
hose ^ above i’ th‘ wicker chair j look to them, and 
liave a caro of ihc blackbox there I have otten 
told tlico of ; look to that as to thy maidenhead. 

Moll. T shall, sir. 

Blood, Pray for me, all ; i>ray for me. all. 

SiM, Have you left out anything for supper I 

Blood. Out, rogue ! shall* not I be at infinite 
expense to moriow ? fast to-night, and pray fur 
me. 

Sim. An old devil in a greasy satin doublet 
keep you company ! [Asid^. 

Blood, Ha, what's that ? 

Sim. I say, the satin doublet you will wear to- 
morrow will be tlie best in the company, sii'. 

Blood. That’s true, that’s true. I come, widow, 
Jeonre, wuncir, iVD. 

Moll. 0 sweet Sim, what shall I do to-morrow ? 
To-morrow must be the day, the doleful day, the 
dismal day ! Alas, Sim I what dost thou think in 
thy conscience I shall do with an old man f 

Sim. Nay, you're well enough served ; you know 
how your brother, not an hour ago, lay at you to 


^ Mr Heed altered kose to coat without any warrant what- 
ever.— DoZ^. 
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have the Ancient, one that joxa teeth e^en water 
at ; and yet you cry, I cannot love him, I wonnot 
have him. 

Moll. I could willingly marry him, if I might 
do nothing but look on him all day, where he 
might not see me ; but to lie with him — alas ! I 
shall be undone the fin»t night. 

Sim. That’s true : how will you go to bed else 1 
But, remember, he is a man of war, an ancient, 
you are his colours : now, when he has nimbly 
displayed you, and handsomely folded you up 
against the next fight, then w e -^hall have you cry, 
0 sweet Sim. I liad been undone, if I had not 
been undone.^ 

Mon* ITay, arid then the old fellow would 
mumble me to bed. 

Sim, Abed! a bawd with h\o teeth would not 
mumble bacon so : then he is so sparing. 3 ou shall 
wear nothing but from the broker’s at second- 
hand ; when, being an ancient’s wife, you shall bo 
sure to flourish. 

Moll. Pijthee, go in and busy the old man 
with a piece of Reynard the Fox." that he may not 
disturb us ; for at this hour I expect Ancient 
Young and my brother. 

Sim. "Well, I leave you to the managing of 
Ancient Young, while I go in and flap the old 
man i’ th’ mouth with a fox-tail. [Exit 


^ A parody ol that Latin saying, PmtMem nisiperiutm. 
—Pegge. 

* «.6., The Btory-book with that name, [first printed in 
1481. The abridged and modernised yersion f^as probably 
tbe one with which Moll was familiar. The earliest ediUon 
of this yet discorered is dated 1820.] — SUevmt. 
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Enter ALEXANDER and ANCIENT. 

M!oll. Look, look, au' he have not brought him 
just upon the minute. O sweet, silken Ancient, 
my mind gives me thee and 1 shall dance the 
shalsing of the sheets^ together. “ 

Alex. Now, you JkGstress Figtail, is the wind 
come about yet ? I lia* brought the gentleman ; 
do not you tell him now, you had rather have his 
room than his company, and so show your breeding. 

Moll. Now, fie upon jou; by this light you^re 
the wickedest fellow! My brother but abuses 
you : pray, sir, go over agam, youVe a handsome 
spying wit, you may '.end more irnth over in one 
of your well-penned pamphlets, than all the weekly 
news wo buy for our penny. 

Ano. Pox on’t ! 1 11 stay no longer. 

Alex. 'fcSfoot, thou shaJt stay longer ; we’U stay 
her heart — her guts out. 

Moll, Ha, ha! how will you do for a sister 
then ? 

Alex. Prj'thee, Moll, do but look upon him. 

AIoll. Yes, when 1 ha" no better object. 

Alex. "What c«aiist thou see in him, thou un- 
handsome hidcoud thing, tlmt merits not above 
theel 

MolTj. What would I give to kiss him ! [Asith, 

Alex. Has he not a haud'jome body, straight 
legs.^ a gQod face ? 

MOLL. Yes, but his lips look os if they were os 
hard as his heart. 

Anc. ’Sfoot, shalt try that presently, 

Moll. You’re basely, sir, conditioned. Pah ! 


^ [A play on the name of] a dance, [which ii constantly 
mentioned in old playe.] 

* [Old copy, Ugg'd.'\ 
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"Wliy do you spit t 

Moll. You may go. By tliis light, he Idsees 
sweetly. \Asidt, 

AT.gy. Do but stay a little, Moll : prythee, 
Moll, thou knowest my father has \7r0nged him ; 
make him amends, aud marry him. 

Moll. Sweet Master Spendall, spare your busy 
breath ; I must have a wise man, or else none. 

AiiEic. And is not he a ■wise man t 

Moll. No. 

Alex. Why? 

Moll. Because he keei>B a fool company. 

At.kx. AVhy, 3*ou are now in's company. 

Moll. But birds of a feather will fly together \ 
and you and he are seldom asunder. 

Alex. Why, you young witch, call your elder 
brother fool ! But go thy ways, and keep thy 
maidenhead till it grow more deservedly desjdsed 
than axe the old base boots of a hulf-itewed j>aD- 
der: lead a Welsh morris with the apes in hell 
amongst the little devils j or, w'heii ihou shaJt lie 
sighing by the side of some rich iool, remember, 
thou thing of thread and needles, not worth three- 
pence halfpenny. 

Moll. Too late, I fear ; I ha’ been too coy 
[Aavcfft] You are to be married then, sir ? 

AlsC. I am indeed, sweet mistress, to a maid 
Of excellent parentage, breeding, and beauty. 

Alex. I ha’ thought of such musiciaiiB for thee ! 

A^C. But let it not be any way distasteful unto 
you, that thus I tried you : for your brother per- 
suaded me to pretend to love you, that he might 
perceive how your mind stood to marriage, in that, 
as I guess, he has a husband kept in store for you. 

Alex. Ay, I have provided a husband' for thee, 
MolL 

Moll. But PU have no huBband of your provid* 
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j ^ s^aU hard the old zoan, 

■whether I ■will or no. 

Alex. 1 hare puch a ‘stripling for thee, he ■wants 
one eye. and is crookeddegged : "but that "was broke 
at football. 

Anc. Alas I ■we caimot mould men, you know. 
Alex, He’s rich, he’s rich, MolL 
]^}OLl. 1 hate him aad his riches. Good sir, 
are you to he married in earnest i 
Alex. In earnest j "WTij*, do j'ou thlnlr men 
mam-, as fencers somtrtimes fight, in jest? Shall 
I sho^w her Mistress Elizaheth’s letter I snatched 
from thee 1 ■ [To Axoiext.] 

A.:ac. Kot, and thou lovest me. 

Moll Good brother, let me see it; sweet 
brother, dainty brother, honey brother. 

Alex. Xo indeed, jou shall not see it. sweet 
sister, dainty sister, honey sister, 

ilOLL. 0 good sir, since so long time I have 
loved you, let me not die for your sake. 

Alex. The tide turns. ' [A«£de.] 

Axc. Long time loved me I 

hlOLL. Long etc you went to sea. I did. 

I have lov'd you ven hmg nith all ray heart. 

Alex. Think of Less, think of Bess ; ‘tis the 
better match. ' 

Moll. You wicked brother! Indeed I love you 
better than all tlie Besses in the world ; and if to- 
night I shift not into better fortunes, to-morrow I 
am made the miserablest wife marriage and misery 
can produce. 

Alex. Is’t possible! 

MoUi. Alas, sir ! I am to marry an old man — a 
very old man, trust me. I was strange^ in the 


^ i.t., Shy, coy. See note to ** Cymbeline/’ act i ae. 7, 
edit. ij7B.-^ieeven9. 
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nice -ttmoTous temper >of a maid : Iknow ^ 
against onr sex to say we love ; Imt rutlier ithaa 
match with sixty and ten, threescore and itou 
times I would toll you so, and tell them ten tim^ 
over, too. Truth loves nut virtue with more of 
virtuous truth ‘than I do you ; and wonnot you 
love me tlien ? [Wteps. 

Ano. And lie with thee too, l»y this hand, 
wench. Come, let us liavc Dair weather ; thou tttt 
mine, and I am thine : there’s uu end o’ th’ huai- 
ness. This was \)ub a trick, there's the projector. 

Moll. 0, youT-e a sweet hxoilicr ! 

Alex. And now tUou'rt n\y sweet sister. 1 
know the old mau's gone to meet; with an old 
wench that will iueet4Witli him.^ <n“ Jarvis has no 
juice in his lirains; and while L i’ tli’ meantime, 
set anotlioi' wheel agoing at the wiilnw’b. do thnn 
soon — tthout ten, for ’lis to 1 m; very conveiiionily 
dark— meet tliis gentleman at the j\ag’s Head 
Conner, just agaiust Leadeuhail. "Wv lie in Lime 
{Street j thitlM'V he shall curry thee, accommodute 
tlioe daintily all night with Mistrebs llorothy, and 
maiTy T th’ monuug vmy luedu^dicully. 

Mgll. Hut I have the charge of iny iuther^ 
keys, wiuTe all his wj itiiig^ lie. 

AjiC, H.OW all things jump in a just equiva- 
leuf-y, 

To keep ,^ee ifrom the ithing of tlireescore and ton ! 
Didst thou not ,«ee jx^ moiiigage lately lihere d 

Moll. Stay, stay. 

Alex. A white devil with a red fox-tail liii a 
black box. £Aatdfl.] 

Mou* JBict yesterday uny father ^owe(ir it ted^ 


^ %€., Be evea witih ^cn.. '^Hhe phnue ucoore in 'Shbkee- 
j>ettre’« “ Much Ado .aboxrfc 3fobliiTig,” act i. bc. L See jaute 
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azEtd £n'«BflX9q if I fUeased jSt sbmiM tame 

to jimap"^ out lay pcrfioa. 

ANa Prove itihliiie cdd dad a prcfileiGit,; Mei^ it 
Tsiith thee, Tpenck. 

Moll. But uovr, afs he T^ai^ed uiae to 

have a care to aa to T&y zsiaadeiBLiiii’eaX 
Auty. AVhy,ii'hehavethyuiaideiEl9£s»da'ndltl^ 
iuto the hargaaTij thy charge is pezrlfeaiiaed. A-Tvay, 
get ''^ee in, foi^t not the hoiar.; aad 
oetter fight under Aaicdent Young’s colours thaii 
the old man's s'^andard of sixty and ten, 

Akc.^ Bememherthis, mad-brainJ 


ACT lY,, SCEXE 1. 

,E'aiW SrE, Tm, Captain, a^id Mismass Cootk. 

Tdl Ha, ha, ha, grandmother 3 I’ll bcii thee t)w 
hest jest 

Sue, Pryihee, chick 

Mis. Coots. Jest, quothaM Here trill be jest* 
ing of all sides, I think, if Ja rvis keep liis \rorJL 

Tbl Sirrah, whilst thou wert sent for into the 
next room, up came our second course 5 amongst 
others, in a dish of blackbirds, theie lay one that 
I swore was a woodcock: you were at table, 
captain 1 

Capx. That I was, and our brave mad crow, 
which for my sake you are pleased to make 
welcome. 


^ Jump ii the word in the though alberod ia the 
of 1780 without Dotioe to ehe. HoU only repeeti the terih 
mad by the A-ocIeut joet before — 

** How all tblnsa jeap la ajast eqt^viOeety * 

— CdUier.. 

* [Old copy ^ves this speech to MollJ 
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Tbi. Pish, we’ll have as many more to-morrow 
night ; hut still I swore ’twas a woodcock : she 
swore ’twas «a blackbird ; now who shall we he 
tried by but Serjeant Sliceman, Captain Carvegut’s 
cousin here? a trifling wager, a matter of the 
reckoning was laid ; the serjeant swore ’twas a 
blackbird. I presently paid the reckoning, and 
she clapped o’ the breast present]}'-, and swore ’twas 
a woodcock, as if any other would pass after the 
reckoning was paid. 

Mis. Coote. This was a pretty one. I jirotest. 

Tql Made sure before such a mad crew of wit- 
nesses, sirrah. Grannum, all’s agreed, Sue’s 

Sue. Ay, you may see how you men can be- 
tray poor maids. 

Enter LlEinxNANT. 

Liextt. Do you hear, corporal ? yonder’s Serjeant 
Sliceman, and the brave crew that supped with us, 
have called for three or four gallons of wine, and 
are offering money. 

Tim. How J prythee, grannum, look to Dab : 
do you two but hold them in talk, whilst I steal 
down and pay the reckoning. 

Lieut. Do’t daintily : they’ll stay all night. 

Tim. That's it 1 would have, man : we’ll make 

still as it comes to a crown, I’ll steal down and 
])ay it in spite of their teeth. Eemember, there- 
fore, that ye make them ’all drunk ; but be sure 
you keep me sober to pay the reckonings. 

Omnes. Agreed, agreed. 

hlis. CooTE. 0 Jarvis, Jarvis, how I long till I 
see thee ! [Exeunt. 
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Enter MoLL Bloodhoukd, and SiM mih a letter, 

Moll. There we must meet soon, and be 
married to-morrow morning, Sim : is't not a mad 
brother 

Sim. Yes, and I can tell you newg of a mad lover. 

Moll. What is he, in the name of Cupid ? 

Siai. Why, one Master Handalls, a Welshman : 
I have had such a fic u ith him ; he says he was 
wished ^ to a very wealthy widow ; but of you he 
has heard such histories, that he will marry you, 
though he never saw you ; and that the parboiled 
^tna of his bosom might be quenched by the 
consequent pastime in the Prittish dames of his 
Prittish plood, lie salutes you with that love-letter. 

Moll. This ia a mad lover, indeed ; prythce, 
read it. 

Sim. Mass, h’ has writ it in the WeKh-English ; 
we had been spoiled else for want of an interpreter. 
But thus he begins ; — J/istress Jfaries — 

Moll. Ho makes two Maries servo one mistress. 

Sim. Ever while you live, His your first rule in 
AVelsh grammars — * 

T/iat hur forsake widawsy and take maids, was no 
great wonder, for senilenua ever love the jint cut 

Moll. But not o' th' coxcomb ; he should have 
put in that. 

Sim. The coxcomb follows by consequence, mark 
else. 

/ Eandall Cracky of Garmarden, do love thee Mary 
PloodhoundSy of IlowidsdUdi, dwelling near Aldgaie, 
and Pishop’s-gate, jnst as between Jtawk a7id buzmid. 


^ i.e., Becommended. 

* Ever while you live, *ds your first ride in Wehh 
grammars, which is clearly a reply to Moll’a remark, lias 
been hitherto rery absurdly made a part of Bandaire letter, 
which begins only at That hur forsake, &c, 

VOL. XIIL 
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Moll. He makes an indifferent wooing. 

Sim. And that hur love* Maries so mojistrous, yet 
never saw /««?•, hecaiise hur hear hur in all 
societies so fery fillanously CMumended^ hut specially 
before one Master Fusy, constables of hur 
who made hurselfdialf foxed hy swearing by the wineSf 
that Maries would he mon^rms good mcnriages for 
Randalls. 

Moll, ila^ter Busy, it seems, was not idle. 

Sim. If 21ari€8 can love a Frilain of the plood of 
Cadwallader^ which CadvHillader xvas FrvCs great 
grandfather, Randalls was come in proper persons^ 
pring round sillings iu hur pochet^ gd faiher*8 good’ 
will, and go to shurch a Sunday with a whole dozen 
of Welsh liarp* before hnr. So hur rest hur constant 
loversj 

RivilnU M’iWam ap Thomas, ap Tuvy. op 
Jiobci't. ap Rice, ap Sheffery. Ciad\ 
Moll. Fie : wbat shall I do witli all thorn 1 
Sim. AVhy, he said these all rest yonr constant 
lovtT«, whereof, for manners’-^ake, he jmts liimsclf 
in the first place, lie will call liere presently t 
ill you answer him hy letter or word of mouth I 
jMoll. Troth, neither of cither, so let him 
understand. 

Sim. Will ye not answer the love-sick gentle- 
man 1 

lli'eAAi. \k?j •sediL wiAVi 

pr\ thee, toll him I cannot endure him : let him 
•make a virtue of necessity, and apply my hate for's 
health. \^Exii. 

Sim. Ay, hut I’ll have more care of the gentle- 
man, I warrant you : if I do not make myself 
meiry, ami startle your midnight meeting, say 
Sim has no more wit than his godfathers, and they 
were both head-men of liis parish. 
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filter Randall. 

Ran. Farewdl widows prave^ her sail no Jiatt’ 
(falls have. 

Widows was verii fuU ojf wiles ; 

Maty Vloodhounds now^ MandalU mahe a 
vctc^ 

Was run for 2fo[l a couple of wiles. 
Honest Simkins, what said Maries to Randall’s 
letters ? 

Sim. You’ic a madman. 

Ran. Augh. liur iras vcrr glad Imr -vras mad. 

Sim. Tlie old man has monej' enough for her ; 
and if you inaTvy her, as, if her project take, you 
may, she’ll make you more than n man. 

Ran. More than mans what’s that ? 

Sim. Troth, cannot you tell that? this is the 
truth on't ; she Avonld he married to-morrow to 
one Ancieut Young, a fellow .she cannot endure ; 
now, she sajs, if jou could meet her prhTitely 
to night, heU ceu ten and cloven, just at the great 
cross-way by the Nag’s Head tavern at Lcadenhall. 

Ran. IVas high-lugh juimp. there, as her turn 
in Graces Street? 

Sim. There's the very jdacc. Now, because yon 
come the Avelcomesl man in the world to hinder 
the match agoiusc her mind with the Ancieut. 
there she null meet you, go with you to your 
lodging, lie there all night, and be married to yoil 
i’ th’ morning at the loAver, as soon as you shall 
please. 

Ran. By cat, hur will go and prepare priests 
presently. Look you, Simkins, there is a great 
deal of round sillings for hnr, liur was very lucky 
eillings, for came to Randalls shust for aU the 
world as fortune ivas coroe to tool : tell ilaries hur 
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will meet liur. liur warrant hnr ; make man}'’ puppy 
-tools of Ancients, and love her very monstrously. 

[^xU. 

Sim. Ha, ha, ha I so, so this midnight match 
shall be mine ; she told me she was to meet the 
Ancient there. ‘I’ll be sure the Ancient shall 
meet him there ; so X shall lie abed and laugh, to 
think, if he meet her there, how she will be 
startled ; and if the Ancient meet liim there, how 
he will be cudgelled Beware your ribs, blaster 
RandalL 


filter * Old Bloodhound. 

Blood. I wonder where this young rogue spends 
the day. I hear he has received my hundred 
marks and my advantage with it ; and, it may be, 
he went home since I went out. Jarvis was with 
me but even now, and bid me watch, and narrowly, 
for fear of some of my rival spies, for I know she 
lias many wealthy suitors. All love money. This 
Jarvis is most neat in a love business, and, when 
we are married (because many mouths, much meat), 
1 will requite his courtesy, and turn him away : 
the. widow’s all I look for. Kay, let her fling to 
see I have her possessions ; there’s a saw for’t — 

Therms thriving in wiving ,* for when %ve biuy 
Wives hy half-dozens, tAc money makes merfy, 

O money, money, money ! I will build thee 
An altar on my heart, and offer thee 
My morning longings and my evening wishes, 
And, hadst thou life, kill thee with covetous kisses. 

Enter JoHK and Jaevis. 

John. But now, and she speak, she spoils all; 
or if- he oall her by my mistress’s name, hast thou 
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nob tricks to enjoin them both to silence, till they 
come sure ? 

Jab, Phaw ! tliat’s a stale one : she shall speak 
to him in her own a-ccent ; he sliall call her by her 
own name, leaving out the bawtl, yet she shall vio- 
lently believe he loves her, and he shall confidently 
l)elieve the same which he requires, and she but 
presents. Fall off ; slie comes. 

Bidtr AIisTKESS CoOTE. 

Mis. Coote. Jarvis ! 

Jar. Here I have discovered him ; ‘tis he, by liis 
coughs. Remember your instructions, and use few 
words ; say, though till night you knew it not, you 
will be maiTied early in the momiu", to prevent a 
vintner's widow that lays claim to lum. 

Blood. Jarvis J 

Jar, G-ood old man, I know him by his tongue. 

Blood. Is site come ? Is she come, Jarvis T 

Jab. Ask her if she would live, sir. She walks 
aloof yonder. 

Blood. "We shall cosen all her wooers. 

Jar. 2say, amongst all of you, we'll cosen one 
great one, that liad laid a pernicious plot this 
night, with a cluster of his roaring’ friends, to sur- 
prise her, carry her down to the waterside, pop 
her in at Puddle-dock,^ and carry her to Graves- 
end in a pair of oars. 

Blood. What, what is his name, I piyfchee 1 

Jab. He's a knight abounding in deeds of 
charity ; his name Sir Mcholas Nemo. 


^ On the banks of the river Thames, formeiij used for a 
laystall for the soil of the streets, and much frequented by 
barges and lighters fur faking the same for land- 

ing corn and other goods. — ** Stowe's Survey,'* bk. iii. , p. 229, 
voL i. edit. 1720. 
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BXjOOD. And would he pop her in at Puddle- 
dock? 

jAii. And he could but get her down there. 

Blood. By my troth, we Bhall pop him fairly. 
"Where is she ? where is she ? 

Jar. Ha ! do you not perceive a felJow walk up 
and down muffled yonder ? 

Blood. There is something walks. 

Jar. That fellow htm dogged us all the way, and 
I fear ail is frustrate. 

Blood. Kot, I hope, man. 

Mis. CoOTE. This it is to be in love ; if I do not 
dwindle 

Jar. I know him now. 

Blood. ’Tis none of Sir Nicholas’ spies, is t ? 

Jar. He serves him. 

Blood. He wounot murder me, will he 1 

Jar. Ho shall not touch you : only. I remember, 
this afternoon this fellow, by -vvijax he had gathered 
by eavesdropping, or by fre(inent observation, 
asked me privately if there wei'e no meeting 
betwixt you and my mistress to-niglit in this place, 
for a widow, he said, he knew you were to 
meet. 

Blood. Good. 

Jar. Now I handsomely threw dust in’s eyes, 
and yet kept the plot swift afoot too. I told him 
you were here to meet a widow too, whom you long 
loved, but would not let her know’t till this after- 
noon, naming to him one of my aunts, ^ a widow by 
Fleet-ditch. . Her name is Mistress Gray, and keeps 
divers gentlewomen lodgers. 

Blood. Good again. 


^ [The cant meaning of aunt at that time waa procums. 
Sea Dyce'a Middleton, i. 444. The word in thiaaceeptatiou 
is not nnutoal.] 
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Jaa. To turn the scent tlien, and to cheat iuqui- . 
sifcion the more ingeniously 

Blood. And to bob Sir Ificholas most neatly. 

Jaa. Be sure, all tliis night, in the hearing of 
any that you shall but suspect to be within hear- 
ing, to call her notliing but Mlsti-hss Ooote. 

Blood. Or Widow Coote. 

Jak. Yes, you may put her in so ; but be sure 
you cohere in every particle with the precedent 
fallacy, as tliafc you have loved her long, though 
till this day — and so as I did. demonstrate. 

Blood. But how an’ she should say she is not 
Widow Coote, and that she knows no such woman, 
and so spoil all ^ 

Jaa. Trust that with her wit and my instruc- 
tions. Wo suspected a spy, and therefore she wU 
change her voice. 

Blood, Tiiou hast a delicate mistress of her. 

J^VA. One thing more, and you meet presently. 
Mine aunt has liad nine husbands ; tell lier you'll 
hazard a limb, and make the tenth. 

Blood, Prythoo, let me alone ; and Sir Nicho- 
las were hero himself, he should swear 'twere thine 
aunt. 

Jak. \To ]\Ii.stre&s Coote,] Go forwards 
towards him ; be not too full of prattle, but make 
use of your instructions. 

Blood. Who's there! Widow Coote! 

Mis. Coote. Master Bloodhound, as 1 take it. 

Blood. She changes her voice bravely. I must 
tell thee, true widow, I have loved thee a long 
time (look how the rogue looks I), but had never 
the wit to let thee know it till io^aj. 

Mis. Coote. So I was given to understand, 
sir. 

Jab. Is't not a fool finely ! [Aside. 

John. Handsome, by this hand. 
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Blood. I like thy dwelling well upon the Fleet- 
ditch. 

Mis. Coote. A pretty wholesome air, sir, in the 
summer-time. 

Blood. Who would think ^twere she, Jarvis 1 

Jak. I told ye she was tutored. [diidf.] 

Blood. I’ll home with her presently ; some 
stays u]j in the dark. 

Jak. Fool ! and he have any pi ivate discourse 
with her, they discover themselves one to another, 
and so spoil the plot. Xo trick ! no, by no mcaiib, 
sir, hazard your person with her ; the bold rogue 
may come up clo.-.e, so di'^cover lier to bo iny mis- 
tres**, and recover her with much danger to j on. 

Blood. He has got a dagger. 

Jau. xVnd a sword six foot in length. I’ll carry 
her home for you. therefore [let] not a light be 
stirring. For I know your rivals will watch yoin 
house. Sim shall show us the chamber, well con- 
duct her up i’ th’ dark, shut tho door to her above, 
and presently come down and let ^ on in below. 

Blood, There was never such a Jarvis heard of. 
Bid Sim to be careful; by the same token, I told 
him he should feed to-moiTow for all the week 
after. Good night, Widow Coote ; my man 
stayeth up; we mil bob Sir Nicholas bravely. 
Good night, sweet Widow Coote ; 1 do but seem 
to part ; well meet at home, wench. [JSxii- 

Mis. Coote, Adieu, my sweet dear heart. 

Jar. Go you with me. So, so, III cage this 
cuckoo, 

And then for my young madcap ; if all hit right, 
This morning’s mirth shall crown the craft o’ th’ 
night. 

Follow me warily. 

Mis. Coote. I warrant thee, Jarvis, let me alone 
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to right myself into the garb of a lady. 0, strange ! 
to see ho^y dreams fall by contraries ; 1 shall be 
coached to-morrow, and yet last night dreamed I 
was carted. Prythee, keep a little state ; go, Jar- 
vis. [^Eareunt 

Enter RanDall. 

Ran. Was fery exceeding dark, but here is higli 
pumps, sure, here is two coui)le of croas^ways, and 
there was the street where Grace dwells. One 
liundred pound in mornings in round shillings, and 
wife wortli one thousand, eic hur go to bed. Ran- 
dall’s fortunes comes tumbliugiu like lawyers* fees, 
l)iidrlIo upon huddle. 

EMer MOLL. 

Moll. 0 sweet Ancient, keep thy word and win 
my heart. Tlioy say a moonshine night is good to 
run away with another man’s wife ; but I am sure 
a dark night is best to sttral away my father’s 
daughter. 

luVN. Mary. , 

Moll. 0, arc you come, sir f there’s a box of 
land and livings, I know n >t whit yon call it 
Ran. Lands and livingd 
Moll. Nay, nay; and we w.dk, wv are undone. 
I)o you not see the watCn Gracious 

Street yonder ( This ciossr-wmy was the worst 
place we could have met at ; hut that is yoats, 
and I am yours ; but, good rir, do not blame me, 
that I so suddenly yielded to your love ; alas ! you 
know what a match on’t I should have to-monrow 
else. 

Ran. Hur means the scurvy Ancient 
Moll. I’ th’ morning we slwdl be man and wife, 
and T Alaa^ X am undone I the watch are 
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hard upon vs : go yoa back throDgh Corshi]], 
ran round about the ’Change by the Chardi 
Comer, down Cateaton Street, and meet you 
at Bartholomew Lane end. 

Ban. Cat’s Street was call hur I sure, Bandalls 
was wrapped inf’s] ^ mother’s smock. 

Etu^ Constable and Watch. 

Con. Keep straight towards Bisbopsgate : I’m 
deceived if I heard not somebody run that way. 


Enter Maid mtli a tnndbox^^ 

Watch. Stay, sir; hers somebody come from 
Aldgate AYard i 

hliiD. Alas ! I shall be hanged for staying so 
long for this cuiE 

Watch, Come before the constable here. 

Maid. Let the constable come before me, anJ 

he please. 

Con. How nowl where ha' you been, pray, 
dame, ha! * 

Maid. For my mistress’s ruff at her sempstress’, 
sir; she mast needs use it to-morrow, and that 
made me .stay till it was done. 

Con. Pray, who’s your mistress 1 where dwell 
you ] 

Maid, W^itli one Mistress AYag, in Blackfriars, 
next to the sign of the Feathers and the Fool. sir. 

Con. 0, I know her very well ; make haste 


i [Se« Ifa^lUfc's ” ProTepba,” 1869, p. 1 49, To le torap^ted 
in Ail nother^t smeeik is a ayDODjm for good fortune.] 

* In the 4* it runs £nier CAandermaid^ Hugh wiiA a land- 
h&zi probebly Hugh, though be saja nothing, carried tUe 
bou t&t th# maid. Mr Reed made the ohaDge.~Ch2fMr. 




^ acKxeitt jlt m’Ksawe. $$ 

licane: CVoiui. crat^ 

csiXToh : all's a^C^ 'wcul yCmoA. 

Z'oier satera^^, Ano 1 £NT omd 

Asc. I ^scafflcd tiw TT&tck it vitJi 

ease : there is scaue&odr niriirt\g down the oK« 0 (h 
coimer towards the Exouan^ : it tna^' be 
Maiy. 

3(1.01-1.. Ancicait I 

As'C. Yes. 

KoiX. Are Ton hetr a»in1 von have nxiai4y 
followed Eie : what ssud the waiei to yon ? 

Anc, I passed them easily: the jiws atv bat 
now siint in. 

Moll, As we go. Ill tel) thee such a tale of a 
*Vrelsh wooer and a Utnentable love-leiter. 

Anc. Yes, Sim told me of su^ a lauAnd wbow 
he lodges : I thought 1 should have met him hen\ 

Molt* Here 1 our upon him ,’ But the iv'aU'hes 
walk their station, and in few woriis is safety* 1 
hope you will play fair, and lodge me with llte 
maid you told 3iie.i>f. 

Akc. She stays tip for us, wench ; in the won! 
of a gentleman, all shall he fair and civil. 

Moll. I believe you. [Aj'f'wit?, 


J^nter at eewral doors, IU.NnA2A and MaUX 

IIan. Sounds, was .Tnother fire-drako ' walk in 
shange, we’ll run pack ; was Maries Itave savwl 
her labours, and was come after Handalls.^ Maries, 
was KandaU, that Jotos hur mightily Marios. 

Maid. Master Band^ll 


^ See note to “The Mieeriei of Enforced lHwfiAgo,” 
572.] 
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Kan. How did watch let her go to'Giace's Street} 

Maid. They knew me, and let me p^s. 

Kan. now hur understands Maries loves 
Kandalls so mighty deal. 

Maid. If John have not told him, 111 "be hanged. 

[Jnde.] 

Ran. Maries shall go with Randalls to lodgings, 
and that hur father work no divorcements, he will 
lie with her all to-nigLt. and marry her betimes 
next morning : meantime, hur will make land« 
and livings fa^t. 

iLUD, How • father I this is a mistake sure , 
and, to fa'hion it fit for mine own following, I 
will both question and an-wer in amhigmiies that 
if he snap me one way. I ina\ make myself good 
i* th* other : and as he ^hall di' over himself. 1 11 
pursue the conceit acc^rilingly But 

will ye not deceive nip« niaid^^ are many mens 
almanacs ; the dates of your deques out. we serve 
for notliing but to ligiit tobacco 

Kan. Jf lian/laU jftlfie to procc. 

Thin, Ift not Maties ItoudulU lot'* 

For FandalU so tt'iu as Jon, 

^Ind if an hifr }oy. 

Jf FandalU ims not Pritain hortii 
Let Maries Itandalh prow adorn, 

^Ind Itt hfr qire a foul great horn 
To Randalls. 

Hur will love hur creat deal of much, hur warrant 
hur. 

Maid. And ^tis but v^turing a maidenhead ; if 
the worst come to the worst, it may come hack 
. with advantage. [Exeant. 


' ^Old copy, many minds ] 
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Enter in her niffkt-clothes^ ae going to 
Maid. 

WiD. Is not Mary come home yet t 

3iLa.id. No, forsooth. 

"WiD. *Tis a fine time of night, I shall 
fort : *tis past eleven, I am sure, 
praver-book lies vrithin t^on my bed* 

Maid. Yes, forsooth, 

IViD. I -woiider Tvhat this gentleman be 

that caTohed me so like Jarvis; he said h^ 
ntied Old Bloodhound according to hfs 
hnt I mnsi not let him dally too long wr 
daily oompany : ijat is a hand-wolf, vfc 
daily feedm^, one time or other, take# a 
star: vrK*z. hi? l^refactor. 


Enkr Maid. 

iliiD- 0 misme-S; mmress ' 

WiD. Wliaiirs ’rae jsasrer, wmeh '1 
3D.,rr>. A ueimiu a mass msfht ycmr 
Whd. a triL^p! !. ■what man ! 

ILlsI'. a neat: maSy a prefer mkwii^ » 
ftT.?nTeti nuLEL, a h.-su'id.waiie raant. 

WiD. CaiJl GTp ; whe'se-*# JasvBsf 
3 fiE' Aiiri-: I ijsifi jvfy sf^j hite 

Tccj l^jCdES aizre n*> » wttmm 

etnl as » QiisIIIbr’« wibett U6iim^ 

Ine kis (SisiiB^ 


Wm IBtfinrfjanni^ fm 
iiiiL'B 

wfistffinsir 1 wmM iSS^ 
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the discretion of my constitution : I have brought 
ne’er a groat in my bosom ; and, by this hand, I 
lay under thy bed iritli a heart as honest and a 
blood as cold as had my sister lain at top. AYill 
you have me yeti 

WiD. Youre a very rude, uncivil fellow. 

Alex. Uncivil ! and lay so tame while you set 
up your foot upon the bed to untie your shoe ! 
such another word, I will imcivilise that injured 
civility which you so scurrily slander, and reward 
you with an iindecency proportionable to your 
understandings. Will you have mel will you 
marry me 1 

WiD. You I why, to-morrow morning I am to 
be married to your father. 

Alex. What, to sixty and I know not how- 
many 1 that will lie by your side, and divide tin* 
hours with coughs, as cocks do the night by 
instinct of nature. 

WiD. And provide for his family all day. 

Alex. And only wish well to a fair wife all 
nmht. 

WiD. And keep’s credit all day in all companies. 

Alex. And discredit liiinself all night in your 
company. 

WiD. Fie, fie I pray quit my house, sir. 

Alex. Yours 1 ^tis my house. 

Wi2?. Your house / since when f 

Ale^ Even since I was begotten ; I was bom 
to’t. I must have thee, and I will have thee ; and 
this house is mine, and none of thine. 


Eniei” JarVIS. 

Jar. 0 mistress, the saddest accident i’ th’ street 
yonder. 

WiD, What accident, pry thee 1 
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Jar. Miisiit paadtm my Mtlness xk emSnfg 
]pMr iis si rasButdbsnaan 

\iSam iiKi % :AiE tteit aonitdl & 

'vr':iM'^^ ^ ^'>i]:'jir>at!%ide«i)i ibaol itlb:al:. tibal i^ Stt 
iLlm»; jlii^jiiei^ X'lrjszn^ ^ at 

: 9 imt^ qilifl Itlff *oK 9 be monir 

; ^(oL *ih(f say *^hty mDl <tmm iiD|k tti$) 

TfiMaff' I'lUfit diey*® luflniiu M Astqp 

tIb>e-ML u.'[‘e»^'j 'ii£ ji'dQf)^ ^ X : 1 caa& nno mnffiinfe 

tiuuiSii^'Aoa. [i&al 

'Wiffi- Ai^i? ite WEsiff'.ieireff*, ^ ? 

AiJis: 1 liiSL t>6£*Jii xiBieeT lav hy tiMs knmill. 
ill'gi'* iftijT'fe 

’iT-rji X'raT, pin Ov-wr : lti«y irSS affil 
itioiBCfc TDfi. aiucl Uii-di yj-n lieie and all^ mJ idantml 
91(6' }'«cnis]]:j ulihi ‘citHii ? IVar get too dciwuL 
AWX .Xcfl;. ZK* : I wiU Jiofc go dowiL iwwr I 
liLiiIiiifc ooj't (Jl/«4'« kiau^^f aamioiyJ 

I^IIj- "^.s ineiui ; yoni 'vM mH- 

Ibf tfCi ittBijrS!) ltd KiB-&r 4 K '5 pa hc-re i 

Bre tlu'Ese ^^stckie*, 1 and nriaaft wiillli 

tiuty tiiEuk 'oasrUi 

"^I©. AUtte!! j'fi® * 9 ri 2 l ojcdo me. 

Aiax !S'0), DQ'O, I ’5053 mdo laiTsdE look ye. 

'Wmi 'Cff'Mxi 

4Tr!n-r . I -sriilll «darli Ear douldei to my iresy 


'^TiD'. 5^iux, ^ir. laaTe latOTie care of a wmssxssi'^ 

re^KsttaztioEiL 

Jtn.jpiT . Sbnre a care Qiii'*t vomaiiiy amid 

maar gy moi tflEKHllL^ 


3 Tifii iDii^ omegHtflf mxrtady -vw Ihe conuMn ioM Ssv 
•mt^hHoamnw ga« fifionosil Isuetuois DO Mf SfacwTuTi saCo m 

tb«“*ff5isttIP^'6'4'S2agH«3*7 VL,*'«iitafc I. 

AS!bs,m&sf 'h^m$ ia ijiaaei&aw, Mdaf}uA w 

— H itnr ibv 
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WiD. Should they come up and see this, -what 
could they think, but that some foul, uncivil act of 
shame had this night stained my liouse 1 and as 
good marry him as my name lost for ever. [Ande.] 

Alex. Will you have me, afore t’other sleeve 
goes off! 

AVid. Do, hang yourself ; I will not have you— 
look, look, if he have not pulled it off quite : why, 
3 'ou wonnot pull off your boots too, will you ? 

Alex. Breeches and all, bj'^ this flesh. 

WiD. ,Wliat, and stand iialced in a widow’s 
chamber 1 

Alex. As naked as Grantham steeple or the 
Strand Ma 3 '’-pole, by this spur ; and what your 
gra\'e parishioners will think on’t ? 

Jar. Gentlemen, pray keep down. 

WlD. Alas ! they are at tlie stairs’ foot ; for 
heaven’s sake, sir 1 

Alex. Will you have me 1 ' 

AVid. What shall I do ? no. 

Alex. This is the last time of asking ; they 
come up, and down go my breeches. AA^ill you 
have me ? 

AVid. Ay, ay, ay, a}as I and your breeches go 
down, I am undone for ever. 

Alex. AVhy, then, kiss me upon’t. And yet 
there’s no cracking your credit ; Jarvis, come in, 
Jams. 

£nfer JakvIS. 

Jar. I have kept my promise, sir; you’ve 
catched the old one. 

AVid. How, catched? is there nobody below, 
then ? 

Jar. Nobody but John, forsooth, recovering a 
tobacco snuff, that departed before supper. 

WiD. And did you promise thia, ar ? 
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Jar. a woman cannot have a handsomer cloni 
than a haii'-braiiied liushand : I will he your coz, 
lie shall be my cuckohL 

WlD. I love you for your art. [Aside. 

Jar. Come, come, )^ut on, sir ; iVa acquainted 
you both with your latherV iuteiiilfid marriage. V 
th* moruiug you shall ceitify him veiy early by 
letter the quality of your fortunes, and return to 
your obedience ; and that you and yoiu* wife, still 
ooncealing the parties, n ill attend him to church. 
John and I’ll be there carl)'’, as commanded by my 
mistress, to disoh«arge our actcudanco : about goes 
the plot, out come.s the pr«>ject, and there's a 
wedding-dinner dressed to your hands. 

Alkx, pat as a fat heir to a lean shark ; we 
shall luuiger for fc .• honest Jarvis, I am tliy bed- 
fellow to-night, and to-DJon*ow thy master. 

WiD. Voiih'o a line man to use a woman thus. 

Ar4EX. i’isli 1 come, come. 

Fine men must use fine women thusj ’tis fit. 

Plain truth takes maids, widows are won with 
wit. 

Jar. You shall wear horns with wisdom ; that 
is in your pocket. [A"j:eiad. 


ACT V., SCENE 1. 

AWe;' Sim and JOJIN, over with (t hitshi of 

rosemary ^ and a greai flagon with M>w*e. 

Sim. Come, John, carry your hand steadily ; the 


2 “ Uorfoinary,” as Mr Steerens obeerree (note to “Ham- 
let,*’ act iv. Rc. 5), ‘■'svaa aucieutly euppused to Btrengtbea 
the memory ; and war not only oarrlod at funeral^ but 
worn at weddings.” See the eevernl inetancee there quoted. 
Again, in Dekker’s “ "Wowderful Yeare,” 1003 : *‘Heere is 
a Btninge alteration ; for the rosetaat^ that was woeUt in 
VOL. XIIL » 
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guests drop in apace, do not let your wine drop 
out^ 

John. ’Tis as I told thee ; Master Alexander, 
thy mistress’ eldest son will be here. 

Sim. Rose, I pray bum some pitch i’ th’ par- 
lour, 'tis good against ill airs ; Master Alexander 
will be here. [Exeunt. 


Enter Old Bloodhound and Jarvis. 

Blood. I am up before you, son Ear-lack. Will 
Ancient Young be here with a rich wife too ? 
Thy mistress is not stirring yet, sirrah. I'll hold 
my life the baggage slipped to thj' mistress ; there 
they have e’en locked the door to them, and are 


»>weet water to aet out the bridal], i» uow wet iu teareo to 
fumibli her buriall.” 

Again, in *‘The Old Law,” act ir. sc. 1: “Besides, 
there will be charges saved, too ; the ^aine rottaianj tbaf 
serves for the funeral will serve for the wedding,” 

And in “The Fair QuanoU,” aet v. s.c. 1— 

Fbis. Your ^fuiater b to bee man’ied to-da^. 

TaiB. £bti all Uib rottmana lobt.” 

It appears also to have been customary to di'iuk wine at 
cjhurch, immediately after the marriage ceremony wa« i»er- 
tormed. So iu Dekker's ** Satiro>md-»tix : ’ '* Aud, Peter, 
when we are at church, bring wine and Ciikes.” At 
the marriage of the Elector Palatine with the Princess 
Jillizabeth, daughter of James the First, it is said, In con- 
clu*<i>m, a joy pronounced by the king and queen, and 
seconded with congratulations of the lords there present, 
which crowned with draughte of /pjiocrcts, out of a great 
giihlen boale, as a health to prosperitie of the marriage 
1 1 1 iv the Prince Palatine, and answered by the Princess], 

Kiber which were served up by six or seaven barons, so many 
bowle-' hi'ed with wafers, so much of that worke 'ws*' con- 
humniaie.” — FinetPs “ PhiloMiiis,’* 165(5, fol. 11. 

^ 1.01(1 copy, on't."] 
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tricking up one another ; 0 tliese T^omen ! .But 
tills rogue Tim, he lay out to-night too ; he received 
my hundreil mark, and (I fear) is murdered. Truss 
truss, good Jarvis. * 

Jar. He has been arwooiiig, sir, and has fetched 
over the delicatest young virgin Her father died 
hut a iveek since, and left her to her niamanv 
five thousand pound in money and a parcel of 
land worth three hundred per annum. 

Blood. Nay, nay, *tis like ; the boy liad ever a 
captivating tongue to take a woman. 0 excellent 
money, excellent money, mistress of my devotions ! 
My widow's estate i-s little less too; and then 
Sander — he has got a moneyed woman too ; there 
will he a bulk of money. ' Tim is puling, I mav 
tell thee, one that by nature's course cannot live 
long : t’other a midnight surfeit cuts off : then 
have I a trick to cosen both their widows, and 
inake all mine. 0 Jan-is, what a moneyed genera- 
tion aball I tlien get upon thy mistress ? 

•Tail A very virtuous l^ood. 

Blood. Hast done? 

Jar. I have done, sir. 

Blood. I'll in and get some music for tliy uiis- 
tre,*!S, to quicken her this morning ; and then to 
clnnch in eanicst. When 'tis done, where is Sir 
NicJiolas Nemo and his wards.* 

That watch so for her ? Ha, lia, lia ) all’s mixe<l 
with honey; 

I have mirth, a sweet young nddow, and her 
money. 

0 that sweet saint, call’d Money i 


I Tlie old copy reads Sir Niehoia» Nemo and kU word«, 
but tlie setise Begins to require that it should be fiV 
Nicholas Nemo apuf kU xeatdSf or watohmeu or spies.— 
ColUer. 
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JCnUr Alexander, Widow, Ancient, ;Moll, and 
SiSL 

An’C. Joy ' ay, and a hundred pound a year in 
a hlaek box to the bargabi, given away i‘ th’ dark 
last night to we know not who, and to be heard 
of, we know not when. 'Sfoot, an' this be joy, 
would we had a han<lsome slice of sorrow to season 
it. 

Alex. By this light, 'twas strange. 

Moll. Believe me, sir, I thought I had given it 
you ; he tliat took it called me by my name. 

Sim. Did he speak Welsh or English ? 

Moll. Alas 1 I know not ; I enjoined him 
silence, seeing the watch coining, who parted ns. 

Sim. If this were not blaster Ramlalls of Ban- 
dall Hall, that I told you of, TSl be flayed. 

Alex. Be masked, and withdraw awhile 5 here 
comes our dad. [^i'euvi. 

PhiUr Bloodhound, Sik Marmaduxe Many- 
MiNDs, Sir Jaxus Amuiuexter, and Master 
Busy, 

Blood. Why, Master Busy, asleep a-s thou 
stand'st, man ? 

Si»L Some horse taught him that i ’tis wortli 
god-a-mercy.^ 

Con. I watch all night, I protest, sir \ the 
compters pray for me : 1 send all in, cut imd long 
tail® 


1 [See “ Old English Jest-Books,** ii. 217-18.] 

^ [Kqiiiraient to our modem phrase, tag, mg, asd bob- 
tail. The original signification seems to have been descrip- 
tive nf the different kinds of horses, cuts, curtails, and lung* 
tails, and hence it came to mean generally all iorta and 
1nad$f like the modem term. Compare Dyce’a ‘^Bbaike- 
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ShkHxr. 

OoN. 1 aetit Ive-lve gontlc-wcmiefn. tjtcr mVn 
neaghluotiTs, last night, for being so kie btit a 
woman’s labour. 

Blooti. Aks, sir ! a woman im. that Icind, you 
know, Trinst bare bol^x * 

00'S. VThats tliat to mo? 1 am to take no 
noLioo of that : tboy migbt bare lot ber ftltme till 
morning, or she might nave moi out some other 
lime. 

Sin Mat* Kay, nay, Masi-er "Busy Icnon’s lii.N- 
]iUce. I warrant you. 

Bjriearc GloBjyu'jy ISGS, in r ] This ^‘hrase ootnnti ilj Tlio 
MftjTT W'lve!. ci{ "Windisv)?. Aft iii. sc. 4. f»tw*s'en8 imv'w 
thje origin of it \rais from Forest Lam-s, by which the dog nf 
a man who bad no ugbt t-o the pritilege of ohose. wiw 
oblig^'d to bci cut. or lawed : and amongst o-thor rnodwt of (]j«- 
abliog biio. one was by depriring lam o£ bis tail. muI 
long toil tUerefore signified the dog o{ & dlo^i’n and rlio clc^ 
of a gciirlman {Tleod (morftcoTrc-otly)rftmMbs \\ Cw? and 
long ta-ilf 1 a}>preh€nd referred originally to bw-M*. wlioii 
their t4uls were either doohed, or left to ^’ow Uiclr full 
length ; and this oistmctioit might fonnfirly be ■made uncord- 
ing to thsir ^nuliiies ftnd^a'.u^^s A horse thei-ofore used 
for drU'dgrrT lu iglit hare hia t-ail ciitn wlule the tails of thow 
which, sen'ed fvr poioj* ur show*, might be allowed their 
nmicxs.T STuwih. A evi appears to hare l>e^ the trim used 
for a had bcTse :n iumjt conteropoxary ■WTilej'S, and frr»in 
thence t(i call a person r/ii beaiuie a common opprobriotis 
word ftinplc-jed lythe vulgar, when thcyab».*»6d twch other. 
See note to * G-ammer Gurum's Keodle’ fhi. 211.] in oonfir- 
maijun of ibis idea, it znav be added, that Sim says in fthe teict, 
Some Jioree tauffkt him dtat, wbicb natnrallT introdooes the 
phrase cv£ and lon^ taU into the Ceiistablee tatapret. The 
words cut and long tail occur also In ' linte iRetimt 'ifrom 
ParaaBSua,' act iv. sc. 1 : 'As long as it lasts, come ctH 
and long tail, we’ll spend it as liberally lor his aftbe.* 
There seems no doubt that ct^ and long taU has TsSsrance 
to horses. Sir J. Vanbrugh, in bis '.£s 0 p,’ so etn^xign 
the phrase : the groom says, * Your worship has ooaoh 
hcFTses, cut and long (ail, two runnei^ half a dosen hunters,'' 
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Sim, Kay, sir, the jest was, that they should fall 
asleep together, and forget tliemselves ; for very 
lovingly we found them together, like the Gemini, 
or the two winter moTnings met together. Look, 
look, look, where they come, sir, and Jarvis 
between ’em— jfiSt like the 2 >i<^ture of knavery 
betwixt fraud and lechery. 

JLiiter Jarvis, IUr-lack, oiid Mistrusb Cootil 

Jah. Tir/iia a puling sirroh^ 1 'ffujy fell it thee: a 
midnight aurfeit too may exit off ; 1*11 cosen 

their mveSf male all mine oxen; and then, 0 Jarvis, 
what a mcivej/ed generation eholl 1 (jet xtpon this 
Widow Coole iJait hath two teeth / 

Blood. Did we bring you to mny-ic, with a mis- 
chief! Ear-lack, thou’rt a goat ; tliou liaf-c abused 
tlie best bed in my house ; I’E sec a autmier ^ upon 
thee. 

Ear. rdoodbovmd, thou art a usurer, and takes-i 
forty ill the hundred ; Pll inform against tliee. 

Blood. Are you a bawd, huswife, ha ? 

Mis. Cootk. Alas, sfrl I was merely coiiieil, 
betrayed by Jarvis • but as I have been bawd to 
the flesh, you have ]>eeii bawd to your money ; so 
.set the hare-pie ag«'iinst tlie goose-gibletsi, and yon 
and I are as daintily matched as can be, sir. 

Blood. Sim, run to the Widow ^V 'ag’s ; tell her 
we are both abused; this Jarvis is a juggler, 
say, 

Anc. I can save Sim that labour, sir. I assure 
you the widow is married to your son Alexander, 
and, as a confirmation, she is come herself to wit- 
ness it. [Discovers. 


^ See note to ** The Heir,*’ [zi. 535.] 
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Alex. Your fair young daughter is wife to this 
Ancient^ who is come likewise to witness it. 

WiD. The plain truth is, Master Bloodhound, I 
would entreat you to keep the kennel ; the younger 
dog, being of the better scent, has borne the game 
before you. 

Alex. We have clapped hands on't, sir ; and 
the priest that should liavc miuTied you to her is 
to marry her to me : so, sistei*, talk for yourself. 

Blood. Ha, brave tricks aud conceits I Can 
you dance, Master Ear-lack ? 

Ear. Ha, ha I the old man’s a little mad. But 
thou art not married, Moll ? 

Moll. Yes, indeed, sir, and will lie with this 
gentleman soon at night. I)o you think I would 
chew ram-muttoii wliou I luiglit swallow venison 1 
That’s none of Venus’s documents, Monsieur Dot- 
terel. 

Ear. Pox of that Venus ! she’s a whore, I war- 
rant her. 

Blood. And were not you the other juggler with 
Jarvis in this, hey ? pass and repass I 

Alex. Ghjod sir, be s.atisficd; the widow and 
my sister sung both one song, and what was’t., but 
Ovahhed aga and youth cannot live togethtr?- Now 
we persuaded tlicm, and tlicy could not live 
together, they \v{nild never endure to lie together ; 
this consequently descended, there was the ante- 
cedent : we clapped hands, sealed lips, and so fell 
unto the relative. 

Sim. This was your bargain upon the exchange, 
sir, and because you have ever been addicted to 

^ This elegfOnt soiig was tbo iiroduetion of our great poet 
Shakespeare. It is printed iii his collection of sonneta, 
entitled “ The Passionate Pilgriin.'* The reader may like- 
wise see it in “ Percy's Heliques of Antient Poetry,” vol. i. 
p. 259. 
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old proverbs and pithy saws, pray let me seal up 
the mistake with one that will appear very season- 
ably. 

Blood. And I pray let’s hear it, , sir. 

Sim. You, a new-fangled fowler, came to show 
your art i’ th’' dark; but take this truth, you 
catched in truth a cuckoo for’t. 


Enter Tni and SUE. 

Clood. Hej'da)’, we are cheated by the rule, 
i’ faith. Now, sirrah, they say you are to he 
married too. 

Tim. Yes, indeed, father, I am going to the 
business ; and, gentlemen all, I am come, whether 
you will or no, to invite you all to my marriage to 
this gentlewoman who, though a good face needs 
no mask, she’s masked, to make a man think she 
has a scurvy face, when I know she has a good 
face. This is sack to them, and out of their 
element. 

Blood. But, sirrali, setting aside marriages, 
wliere’s my hundred marks you went to receive! 

Tim. Hum ! — upon such a match of mine, talk 
of a Imndred murks I this is to drink ignoble four- 
shillings beer. A hundred marks ! why your 
lawyer there can clear such a trifle in a term, and 
his clients ne’er the belter. 

Blood. Such a match ! I pray discover her j 
what is she 1 

Tiai. What is she ! here’s my brother knows 
what she is well enough. Come hither. Dab, and 
be it known unto you, her name is Lindabrides, 
<lescended from the Emperor Trebatio of Greece, 
and half-niece, some six-and-fifty descents, to the 
most unvanquished Olarindiana. 
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Alex. Wlio’s this 1 Pox on’t ! what makes tliat 
bawd yonder ? [Unmasks her. 

Con. I am very much deceived if I did not 
send this gentlewoman very drunk t’other night 
to the Compter. 

Tim. I tell thee, prattling constable, ’tis a life : 
Lindabrides a drunkard 1 

Alex. Hai kee, brother, where lies her living ^ 

Tim. Wliere ? why, in Greece. 

Alex. In grease. 

Sim. She looks as if she had sold kitclieu-stuff. 

Alex. Thi.s is .a common whore, aiul }'o» a cheaterl 
coxcomb. Come hither, you rotten hosjiital, hung 
round with greasy satin; do nut you know this 
veimin 1 

Mis. CootE. I M'inked at you, Sue, and you 
could havo seen me : there’s one Jarvis, a rope on 
him, h’ has juggled me into the suds too. 

Con. 2now 1 know her name too.; do not you 
pass under the name of Sue Shovtheels, minion ) 

Sue. Go look, l^Iaster Littlcirit. Will not any 
woman thrust herself upon a good fortune when 
it is offered her 1 

Blood. Sir Mannaduke, you are a justice of 
peace ; I charge you in tlie king’s name, you and 
Master Ambidexter, to assist me with the whore 
and the bawd to Bridewell. 

Sir. Mar. By my troth, we will, and we shall 
have an excellent stomach by that time dinner’s 
ready. 

Amb. Ay, ay, away with them, away with them ! 

Mis. Coote. 0 this rogue Jarvis ! 

[JSxeunt Coote and Shobtheels. 

Blood. Now, now, you look like a melancholy 
dog, that had lost his dinner ; where’s my hundred 
marks now, you coxcomb I 

Tim. Truly, father, I have paid some sixteen 
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reckonings since I saw you : I was never sober 
since you sent me to the devil yesterday ; and for 
the rest of your money, I sent it to one Captain 
OaiTegut. He swore to me his father was my 
Lord Mayor’s cook, and that by Easter nest you 
should have the principal and eggs for the use, 
indeed, sii*. 

B 1 . 00 D. 0 rogue, rogue ! I shall have eggs for 
my money I must hang myself. 

Sim. Not before dinner, pray, sir : the pies are 
almost baked. 

Eni&r Eaxdall. 

Ran. And MaHes note was wou^ 

And all liw ‘pushwss done^ 

And liandalla now was run; 

Hur have made all sure, I warrant hur. 

Alex. Look, look, yonder’s the conceit the 
mistake happened upon last night. 

Anc. And the very box at’s girdle. 

Ran. Cot pless hur father Hoothounds, Kan- 
dalls have robbed Ancients, hur warrant liur. 

Ang Sir, ’tis known how you came by that box. 

Ran. Augh ! was hur so 1 
Will you hear a noMe FrilaWy 
How her gull an English Flag 1 - 


^ The same phrase occurs in Sbakospeare’s Winter's 
Tale,” act i. sc. 2, >Thers Leoutes says to Mamillius— 

ilflne hon^t friend, 

Wai you taiko tgotfar money t ” 

Dr Johnson says that it seems to be a proverbial 
expression used when a man sees himself wronged .'ind 
makes no resistance ; and Air Smith is of opinion that it 
means Will you put up aFronts t In the present instance it 
seems intended to express the speaker’s fears that he shall 
receive nothing in return for his money. 

’ These lines seem intended as a ])arody on the beginning 
of the old song called ** The Spanish Lady’s Love.” $ee 




A aiATCH AT iUDNIGHT. 


03 


Axe. And you ought to cry. 

Kan. 0 noble Randalls, as hur meet by Nag*s- 
head, with Maries plood, prave. 

Blood. Hero’s iinother madman. 

Anc. Harkee iu your ear, you must deliver that 
box to me. 

Ran. ifaihee iu Imr toother ear, hur will not 
deliver hur. and hur were ninc-and«foi*ty Ancients, 
and live-aud-fourscore Flags. 

Anc. Let my foe widto mine epitaph if I tear 
not my birthright from thy bosom? \JDraws.'\ 

Sim. Gentlemen, there's Aligant' i' th’ house, 
pray set no more abro/wln 

Ran. Xay, let bar come with hur pack of 
needles, Ramlalls cau pox and bob as well as hur, 
]\ur wavrmit hur. 

Blood. What box is that t I should know that 
box. 

xVlkx. I will resolve 3 ’ou, sir; keep them 
ti-iiuider. 

Anc. You will restore that box \ 

Ran. Ilur will not restore hur : ’twa^? Mary 
Ploodhoiind-j gave hur the box ; Ramlalls have 
maiTicd ^laiy Bloodhounds, and gulled Ancient, 
mark hur now. 

W TD. ^lavk him, good sir ; methinks he says 
he has married Mary Jlloodliound. 

xVnc. Hang him, he’s mad I 

Ran. Bouns, make tog of Randalls ? come out 
here, Maries. Look, here was Mary Ploodhounds. 


Percy’s “ Reliqiiet*,” vol. ii. p. 23S. An English Flag 
ineauB the AncicnCj a name whioU was formerly used as 
synonymouB to Ensign. 

1 f.e., Wine of Alicant. [But Sim means to dissnode 
them from bloodshed, as there is red wine already in the 
Uuube.j 
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Enter Maid and Hugh. 

Now I pray tumble down of bur marrow-pones, 
and ask hiir father pleasing I 

Alex. Tliisj why this is your maid, widow. 

Ear. This is Mary the widow’s maid, inan. 

Alex. And here is Mary Bloodhound, ni}-- 
oholerio shred of Cadwallader, married to this 
gentleman, who has a hundred a year dangling at 
your girdle there. 

■\ViD. I pray, mistress, are you married to this 
gentleman 1 

Maid. By six f’ morning, forsooth ; he took 
nio for Mary Bloodhound, having, it seems, never 
seen either of us before, and I being something 
amorously affected, as they say, to his Welsh 
ditties, answered to her name, lay. with him all 
night, and married liim this morning ; so that as 
lie took me for her, I took him as he was. 
forsooth. 

Sim, She means for a fool ; I’m fain to answer 
you. 

Blood. Ha, ha, ha ! Cupid, this twenty-four 
hours, has done nothing but cut cross-capers. 

Alex. Do ye hear, Sir Bartholomew Bayard,^ 
that leap before you look f it will handsomely 
become you to restore the box to that gentleman, 
and the magnitude of your desires upon this 
dainty, that is so amorously taken with your 
ditties. 

Han. /lur wail * in tooe, her phmge pain. 


1 [See Naves, edit. 1859, in v. BByard meant originally 
a bay horse, and afterward any kind or coluur.] 

® This tune is mentioned in ‘‘Eaatwarcl Hoe,” 1605. In 
Gascoigne’s works, 1587, foL 278, ia the following liiie^ 

I wqit for woe, 1 pin’d for deadly patne.** 
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And j et, by cat, her do not neithei Randallb 
will pio%e hujself Piitam© boin, and because liui 
undeistaiids Ancients uas pia've fellows and gieat 
travellers, thei( is hui bo\ ioi hui 
Anc I thank ^ on 

R4.N And because was no remedies, before hui 
all, heie will Randalls embiaee ^Iaues,and take a 

pUsS [^KiSb^S 

JOntei S VRA ih h ave 

Jar Sai c 3 ou, gallmt^, do you want any guest i 
Otdl me thy eor, and cui} ic handsomely 

Blood M ho ha^ ewe lieie, trow i 
All \ Dost thou know the gentleman that 
wluspcitd to tliec^ 

wiD 0, wondious well ' He bid me call him 
C07 and caii^ it Imidsomely 
Jar Widow, w ould I w ei© off agmi 
WiD Know , all this gentleman has, to obtam 
his luat and loose desues, seived me this seven 
inontlis under the shape aud name ot Jarvis 
OhisES Pos'jiblc * 

AVid Look w ell , do jou not know him ^ 
Blood The v cij fact of Jaiv is 
Tiit Ay ti ulj , fatliei, and he were anj thing like 
him, I would swcai 'fcwcie he 

Jab 1 niU'st ca t my skin, aud am catch d 
Why, co^ 

WiD Come, you’re coaen’d, 

And with a noble ciaft He tempted me 
In mine own house, aud X bid him keep’s disguise 
But till this moining, and he should perceive 
I loved him truly , intending here before you 
To let him know’t, especially 1’ th’ presence 
01 >ou, sit, that intend me for your wife 
Anc What «*hould tins mean 1 
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. feriekr I warrant thee : pr^- 

'^kae, tX&Bpftteh htm pr-ae^ntl)’, at 

riiui’ch ! 

Win. Pirsitj tiiQU^vkaow-you ffir bmth. gir^Imefln 
never to niam*. 

BiiOon Havv:, wcrtimu ? 

JtrEr. yiie kaa.fla-swatebetl-yoii, ^ir ] 

WjiD. . And li#i- a taruth, dii*, kiio-N>' you, 1. never 
ijieaTi to be your^whavis. 

Bx^ooIj. Tiiirf is abrangft. ^ 

WiD. . But true, au alie, whctee cliaste, uirmaeuiatt^ 
soul 

.iietaiuH tke iioUeistaTOp of ker iutegTuy 
With ttu uudektcM i^eifeotiou — perchaTiee. as these. 
Nay, common lame kath ftcatbered. you coneeivc 
me, 

Because Jealuufiy (Cuind'a iiujrn' iool; 

W'us- fvequenti lodger at tiiab sign of Foily— 

>Jy kuskaiid’s. soon suspicious lieai-t — tliut' I, 
lu a clowi-ol<juded l<Kweue«?>, should expose him 
Ttf that des|jefftGo distraction of hie lartuae.'i 
That sect him to the sea, to nourish her 
With your vaiu hope, that the laiBe of frequent 
riiiLtora 

W as hut a . mask of loose scapes : like ineu at lot- 
teries. 

Yuu-tliought tci put iu for our, ar; hut, beiievo.int}. 
Yon have drawn ii blimk. 

.By cat,,hwrislorftTeiy'tblank.indeed, 

Wrn. 0 nn’ helovddiffibhaud ) 

Howovei' in tbyljldfe:!iiiy tjealausT 
iisent uUec flo,ihr::bo]ifcidtd««Jb,.i’.Axd^ he 
to jELOlilii^g.jhuk &}'; ' 


' 5ir JldexanAftr.'bxit 

iti ii* jufeb u iu'oLfal^\^itat.<<jdd:^(K}dbuuiid-siX7S,atict±ke old 
«<*py ijiwcaib to iutOr— 
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:sKidl~the;^»es be 

Xoi. Xet'Jier 

• iibw I ■ ■ 

02a:iEES. }ia, ha.iia, ba ! 

^iLTOOD. IHci'-hiKbamd^'J-toM voUjTRK^^nE^iojaji, 

jAkc. 'W.hy,Jier.lm5baiiA's dciad,*ih*. 

Jatj- B-fc ie^ofr dead, -sir ; be Jiad -it ^spteaH o’ 
jHi^se ; lie .is in JEn^laiui, and jn "youi* 'feOTiSe ; 
and -kok. do you.iiofc see bun ? 

"Vi^re. TrlifiTe ? 

Ajffi. Sere. liflTii Jie S ikirt iadii i^ouiid rwEsU 
jealousy, 

.Xove’s joyb- ainl a Tpift 'ndioso ilBcreist fijmagn 
Csmiuiirrurte to all men a faitir^dom, 

And "to one Iw iaithtuL Sucli a^feH^rove, 

Sei' husband’s fdors-. worfclt a ■wedltiiy iorj?.. 

'WiD. Xoioe waioonteto m 5 '--igonl,‘«h'. 

Blood. 3lr my trotii. jUa-stexT^T^, this w® n 
•wag’s trick aiiUeed j hut I Bnow J. Jniow ymi : 1 
Tf miomb ertHl you a montli ago. buttluEt Jikotlto' 
gotten wliero 1 saw you. 

Sill. I iaie^' ycn.\ were a craftyzmerciiant 'yt\Xi 
helped my maktwr to such haigaiiis upan ^lie 
jEsciiange last night : heiT has iteen tiie miecriest 
moruing aftm it. 

Alex. aL} 2 ^it<^hei^s liroia' just uttlie ■wdUdwad ; 
but give me laive to lioll you, sir, that youiave-a 
noble wife, and indeed, such .a one .f» 'would 
’Wjor^uly least llie very discyctimi of a'^viuBr.msn^s 
deaiie. Sei’ wit ingeuiouBiy waite ugjuti 'her w- 
Ttis,.and iiei' •virtue advisedly ^im6»eeEomtb)l}usr 
twifc j but because my mazTjage^faaQ-ffaEUjt^m^ 
afEHsS, 3 wed myself, sir, to idbediemas Joifl. imidl 
Tjgeg irlgrrt r. nud TOW to Ted«sm, im (to ^ 

oSejctlon of a lator. 


•I’pQuBword hoB besn dhsivt^ 

TroL -mBL « (g 
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Ban. By cat, was as well spoke as Bandall hur- 
.celf could talk. 

Blood. All’s forgotten now, my best son Alex- 
ander ; 

And that thy wedding want no good company, 

I invite you alL 

Jar. Come, my deserving wife, 

"Wisdom this day re-marries ns. And, gentlemen, 
From all our errors well extract this truth : 

AVho vicious ends propose,^ they stand on wheels, 
And the least tom of chance throws up their heels ; 
But virtuous lovers ever green do last, 

Like laurel, which no lightening can blast. 


1 Hie 4^ has it, Whtrt vidoua ends •prepott^ and in the 
next line hut one virtuoua lowers are called virtue's loven. ^ 
1'he last may be right.— • Colter. 
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EDITIOX 

ThA(S^Ki^a4!!(^s Or^Cndequoihi^f&lu^eg. A 
TfvgiEmaif, ^Baberi JU if tea$ Acftd 

wUk great AfpUmm, by Her Mugee^a Semnft^ at 
ika I%aiuz m Xhury^Xoae, ZoadoM.: BrihudhgJa: 
Gottrtl,for Same/d Speei, at the Sigm ^ike Eritit- 
ing-Prm, w ^ Poofs Cfauneft^rfL 1661. P. 



PREFACE. 

■♦■■■■■ 

BoBBBt Datespokt is a -vriter (lemarla Beed) of 
whom, scaiee ai^ particnlais ate kxiowiL It appear^ 
from tlie office<book of Sir Henry Herbert, that Baven- 
port bad licence for the History of Henry tbe First ** 
on the lOtb April, 1634; and this is tbe eadiest 
xnemoiandnm srelating to him wltb 'vrbicb \ee bave 
met His dramatic prodoctions axe-~- 

1. “ The History of Henry the First,” not printed. 

2. *‘A Pleasant and Witty Comedy, culled a Kew 
Tjdcfc to Cheat the Devil " 1639, 4®. 

3. Jolm and Matilda,'® 1655, 4.^ 

4. “ The Pirate/' not printed.* 

5. ^'The Woman's Mistaken,” not printed. 

8. “The Fatal Brothers,” not printed. 

7, “ TJj^ Fnliriv jbmJbA 

8, **Tbe City Nightcap” 1661, 4®. Licensed Ocl. 
24^1624. 


^ It was pabliahed by Andrew Pem^oieke, one of tbe 
pexfonnns, vho says that he wm ^e 1^ ivbo played the 
<duu:«cter of Matilda. See it critidBed in the .firirofpi 
SewiDj ir. 87-100. 

* In S. Sheppard's “ Poems,” 8®, 1861, is o&e “ To Mr 
BaTenporf^ on bis ]^ay called * The Finie.*”— Cbtfier. 
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He lias also been credited mtli a piece called The 
Pedlar,” licensed to Robert Allot, April 8, 1630 ; but 
this ptodnetion, under the title of The Conceited 
Pedlar,” is printed at the end of AUot's edition of 
Ilandolpli’3 “ AristippnB,** 4“, 1630. It is, of course, 
included in HazUtt'a edition of Randolph, 12“, 1875. 

Davcupoit, betides his pl®ys, "waB the author of a 
considerable collection of poems, the greater part of 
which were not published. In 163D, however, appeared 
a thin ^ volume, entitled “ A Crowne for a Con- 
ipieror; and Too late to call Whe yesterday. Two 
Poms, the one Divine, the other Morall. liy R. R," 
In the Rodltian Catalogue this little booh is misdeteil 
1623.^ The latter piece is dedicated to his nolle 
friends, as he calls them, Mj Eachard Robinson “ anil 
Mr Michael Bov 7 er ; and in his address to them he 
styles both the poems some of tlie expense of his time 
at sea. From the address prefixed to the play of 
“ King John and Matilda,” signed R. D., he appears to 
have been alive in the year 1650, when that piece was 



’ [For a notice of Davenport’s unprinted poems, see Has- 
lit* “ Handbook," 18S7, in o.] 

8 Both Robinaon and Bowyer were playcre. The former 
is in the Urt of the performers in Shakespeare's plajB, and 
acted in the “Roman Actor” The name of the ^ 
to he found amongst the petfonners in “ The Boadman ” 
by MaBsinger, “ l^g John and Matilda,” ke ' 



DBAMATIS PERSONS. 


Does or Yuoka. 

Does of Yenicg, to Abttmia. 
BtJSS OF Ttfn.tw . 

Aktokio, thd ton. 

Lo&KVGO, husband to JhsienUa. 
pHiLiPi^ hUJrUnd. 

Looovico, huAand to Dorothea. 

Losoa or Ybroita. 

SsKAToaa OF Ysincs. 

Sahchio, 1 
SsSASTtAKO,) 

Pakdolfso. 

Sfibobo. 

J^FBO. 

JOTAiri. 

Fkabcisco, <eit‘anj to Lodovico. 

Faubo, a olowi. 

Hobbo, a pander. 

A Turkf slave to Antonio. 

Tvo slaves to Lorenzo. 

O^oers and servants. 

WOaiSK ACTOB6.> 

Abstekia, Lcfrenzo's «ifg, and sister to (he 
Duke of Yenke, 

Bobotbsa, Lodovieds vanton lady, 
Tiupabiba, a &au(2. 

Ladies. 


^ i.e.y Actors of womco's parts ; though vomsnaetors wwe 
brought upon stage about tho date TpheQ this was 
printodi but not whoa it was first perforaaed. 





THE CITY NIGHTCAP/ 


ACT L3 

Snur Lorenzo and Pbilippo. 

Lob. Thou shalt try her once more. 

PaiL. Tie, fie I 
Lojb. Thoa ehaJt fio't. 

If thou be'st my fiiend, thou'lt do't. 

Phil, Try your fair wife ? 

You know ’tis an old point, and wondrous frequent 
In most of our Italian comedies. 

Lob. 'What do I care for that? let him seek 
new ones, 

Cannot make old ones better; and this new point 
^oung sir) may produce new smooth passages, 
Transcending those precedent. Pray, will ye do’t ? 


^ The plot of this play is taken partly from ** Philomela, 
the Lady Fitswate^a Nightingale,*’ oy Robert Greene, 
1502, 4*, which resembles the novel of the “Carious Im- 
pertinent '* in “ Bon Quixote,'* and partly from Boeeaceio's 
** Decameron,** Gior. 7, Novella?. — Reed. 

* This play, in the old copy, is divided into acts, bat not 
into Bcenea. It waa therefore useless to mark “ Scene I.** 
at the beginning of each ao^ as Hr Reed allowed it to 
stand, without the noting of any of the other scentt . — ‘ 
Collier. 
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Phil. Pray, fool yourself no farther : twice you 
have sway’d me ; 

Twice have I tried her; and 'tis not yet, ye 
know, 

Ten days since our reconciliation. 

Ho>y will it show in you, so near a kinsman 
To the duke t nay, having woven yourself into 
The close-wrought mystery of opinion, 

Where you remain a soldier, a man 
Of brain and qualifcjfc to put your friend 
Again on such a business, and to expose 
Your fair wife to the tempest of temptation 1 
And, by the white, unspotted cheek of truth, 

She is 

LoPu A woman. 

Phil. A good woman. 

Lob, PishS 

Phil, As far from your distrust, as bad ones 
are from truth. 

She is in lore with •\drtue : would not boast it, 
But that her whole life is a well- writ story. 

Where each word staxL<^ so well-plac’d, that it 
passes 

Inquisitive detraction to correct. 

She’s modest, but not sullen, and loves silence ; 
jJ^ot that she wants apt words, for, w'hen she 
speaks, 

She inflames love with wonder ; but because 
She calls wise silence the soul’s harmony. 

She's truly chaste ; yet such a foe to coyness, 

The poorest call her courteons; and which is 
excellent, 

Though fair and young, she shuns t' expose 
herself 

To tho opinion of strange eyes. She either seldom 
Or never walks abroad but in your company ; 

And then with such sweet bashfulness, as if . 
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She were venturing on crack’d ice; and takes 
delight 

To step into the print your foot hath made, 

And will follow you whole fields : so she will 
drive 

Tediousness out of time with her sweet character. 
And therefore, good my friend, forbear to try 
The gold has pass'd the fire. 

Loh Thou foolish friend, 

Beauty, like the herb larix, is cool i’ tV water. 

But hot i’ th' stomach. Women are smooth 
flatterers, 

But cunning injurers. 

Phil. Thou wondrous yellow friend. 

Temper an antidote with antimony, 

And 'tis infectious : mix jealousy with marriage, 

It poisons virtue : let the child feel the sting, 

He’ll fly the honeycomb. Has she one action 
That can expose you to distrust ? 

Lor. 0, when the Alexandera-leaf looks most 
green, 

The sap is then most hitter. An approv'd 
appearance 

Is no authentic instance : she that is lip-holy 
Is many times heart-hollow. Here she comes, 

Enter ApsTEMIA. 

A prayer-book in her hand ! 0 hypocrisy ! 

How fell’st thou first in love with woman t wilt 
try again. 

But this one time t 
PhHi. Condition'd you will stand 
Ear-witness to our conference ; that you may take 
In at your ear a virtue that wiU teach 
Your erring aonl to wonder. 

Lor. He would wittol me 
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With a consent to my own homs. I wilL 
PU give thee a new occasion : there lurks 
In woman's blood a vindicating spirit. 

Ass. I came, sir, to give you notice, 

Count Lodovico, Stroimo, Spinoso, and Fandulpho, 
With the rest of the consilliadoiy, certify 
They are setting forth to meet the duke your 
kinsman, 

Beturning from Venice. 

Lor. 0, there he has seen the duke your 
brother. 

Ass. Yes, sir, and they stay hut for your com- 
pany. 

Lor. And you’re cloy’d with’t 

\Kick$ her, and retires to conceal himeelf^ She 
tt/ee2ys.J 

Phil. And will you still be us’d thus? 0 
madam, 

I do confess twice I have batter’d at 
The fort I fain would vanquish, and I know 
Ye hold out more, ’cause you would seem a soldier, 
Thau in hate to the assailant. 1 am again 
Inflam’d with those sweet fountains, from whence 
flow 

Such a pair of streams. 0 strong force of de- 
sire ! 

The quality should quench hath set on fire : 

I love you in your sorrows. 

Abs. And I sorrow 

In nothing but your love. Twice, Philippo, 

Have I not beat back the impetuous storm 
Of thy incessant rudeness I Wilt thou again 
Barken fair honour with dishonesty 1 
Thou know’st my lord hath long and truly lov’d 
thee 

In the iiHsdom of a friend ; in a fair cause ; 

He wears his good sword for thee, lays his heart 
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A lod^T.in thy hosom, proclaimB thee partner 
In all he hath but me ; 0, be not counterfeit ! 

We all conclude, a diamond with clouds 
The goldsmith casts into his dust : and a gentle- 
man 

So blemish'd in his honouT, blots his name 
Out of the herald's book, stands a lost man 
In goodness and opinion. 0 Philippe, 

Make me once more so happy to beueve 
'Xis but a painted passion. 

Loh. Most acute witch 1 ^ 

Phil. Gome, learn of your city wagtail : mth . 
one eye 

Violently lore your husband, and with t'other 
Wink at your friend. 

Lor. I will not trust you, brother. 

Phil. He seeks : will ye not have him find ? 
cries ye out 

In his mad fits a strumpet ; rails at all women, 
Upon no cause, but because you are one : 

He gives wound upon wound, and then pours 
vinegar 

Into your bleeding reputation, 

Poison’d with bitter calumny. Pox on bim 1 
Pile a reciprocal reward upon him : 

Let ballad-mongers crown him with their scorns : 
Who buys the buck’s-head well deserves the 
horns. 

Demur not on% but clap them on. 

Abs. You are, sir, 

Just like the Indian hyssop, prais'd of strangers 
For the sweet scent, but hated of the inhabitants 
For the injurious quality. Can he love the wife, 


^ Of course all that Lorenzo says in this scene in 
presence of Abstemia is aside, and while he stuids unseen 
by her.^ChilMT. 
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That ■ffcidi betray tiie im^iand 1 tboa not 
seen me 

Bear all Ms injuries, aa tbe ocean sofiers 
The angry bark to p3on^ tboroTifjli her l^soin. 

Aid yet is piesently so smoolb, tie ere 
Oajcmot peio^e ^rhere the sride wotind iras madef 
And cannot this infoTns. I lore Mm beixer 
Is bis sonr follies, lian tou in your STcet flata«riesl 
If Vetona bath obseird any errors is mej 
I trail may call for grace to amend them, 

Bst "Will swer fall fivisi grace to 'h^friend yoa. 
PflUi. ^itb That a majesty good Tromen 
tbundei 1 

I^s. H* has ^iVes her some cloic scd. that I 
am here. 

Abs. Eip sp the end of thy intent^ and ?ee. 

How shame and leai do Imk where yoa wodd 
walk, 

li^ a pair of serpents in a fiow’ry mead- 
Inst with pleasure, but with’ fear dodi tread. 

Phdl Very biave, woman 1 

IVhat ^ the pleasaTe thoTi parsn'St 1 A 

gift 

T^m^d. with mfiiuTc sottows. Ilf^, and nnd? 
How barb n<n5 natiom pnM^ h Trith death ; 

How a miuste’s sin so stolen, th<i’Dirs is the face 
^Bgmmer cairns aU smoc^ yn ^on wilt hear, 
ytun the eternal ^aznm^ of thy eodsoence, 
kOT ^ seta witMn thy sool contisnal tempestej 
iteder and dianai bUckaess2 ibri bat the 
eoimse 

^Ihe holy^scenm^ hoBow mao, and see 
he that glones hearen with no honoar, 
Uwefo to glorify Mmfidf with honesty. 


* IPUconr>d«raL] 
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Aad, to put you past your hopesi let mo leave tius 
•with you : — 

Thou may's! hold an elephant with a thread, eat 
fire * 

And not he burnt, or catch birds with desire, 
Quench flame with oib cut dlamonus with gl^, 
Pierce steel with feathers : this thou may's! bring 
to pass 

Sooner than hope to steal the husband's li^t^ 
Whose wife is honest, and no hypocrite.' [Exit. 
Phil. What think you no-w. sir? 

Lor. [Coming Why now I do think it 

possible for the world 

To hare an honest woman it it. Goodbye, sir ; 

I must go meet the duke. Adien. 

Phil. Fare-well. 

0 jealousy ! how near thou dweU’st to hell ! 

\Extitnt 

Enter LODOVICO. PAXDtTLPHO, SPINOSO, JaSPRO. 
JOVANI, and ClOWN. 

Lob. The duke not seven leagues ofTl my 
horse, rogues i 

Pan. Our negligence deserves just blame ; and 
how 

'Twill please his grace to construe it, we know not. 
Ja& Put where's your fair chaste wife, my lord % 
Lob. Many, with my man Francisco. 0 that 
fellow! She were undone -without him; for 
indeed she takes great pleasure in him : he leazns 


' The A” reader 

** -Whose wife lemr honest, and no hypoerite.*' 

Kr Reed altered it as it stands in the text^ and althoo^ he 
was probably right, the change ought to hare been noticed. 
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her music. To hear ivhat; counsel she will give 
him ! if he hut screw his look sometimes with the 
pin, she will tell him straight ^bwas an unchristian 
• look. I love him dearly. 

Spin. But can your honour never woo your lady 
to a more sociable affability ? She will not kiss, 
nor drink, nor talk, hut against new fashions. 

Lod. 0 sir, she is my crown : nor is it requisite 
women should he so sociable. 1 have had such a 
coil with her, to bring her hut to look out at 
window ! When we were first married, she would 
not drink a cup of wine, unless nine parts of it 
were water. 

Ohnes. Admired temperance ! 

Lod. Nay, and ye knew all, my lords, ye would 
say 80. T'other day I brought an English gentle- 
mau home with me, to try a horse 1 should sell 
him t he (as ye know their custom, though it he 
none of our^ makes at her lips the first dash. 

Clown. He daslied her oat of countenance, Tm 
sure of that. 

Lod, She did bo pout and spit, that my hot* 
brained gallant could not forbear but ask the cause. 
Quoth she 

Clown. No, sir, she spit again before qvoUi she 
left her lipa 

Lod. I think she did indeed : but then, quoth 
she, A kiss, sir, is sin’s earnest-penny. Is’t not 
true, Pambo ? 

Clown. Very true, sir. By the same token, 
quoth he to her a^ain, if you dislike the penny, 
lady, pray let me change it into English halfpence, 
and so gave her two forit. 

Lod. But how she vexed then I Then she 
rattled him, and told lum roundly, though confi- 
dence made cuckolds in England, she could no cox- 
combs in Italy. 
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Clo'wx, But did ye mark how bitterly he closed 
it with a middling jest t 

Lod. Wliat was that, I prythee t 

Clown. Whj', quoth he again, Confidence nuikes 
not so 2nany cuckolds in England, but craft picks 
open more j)adiocks in Italy. 

Jov. That was something sharp. But there slie 
comes. 

BnUr DoBOTHEI and FraNOISOO. 

Lod. Ye shall see how 111 put ye all upon her 
presently. 

Clown. Then I shall take my turn. 

Dor. Francis. 

Fran. Jiiadam. 

Dob. Have you changed the ditty you last set ? 

Fran. I have, madam. 

Doil The conceit may stand ; but I hope you 
have clothed the method in a more Ohristian-Uke 
api)arel, 

Fran. I have, lady. 

Dor, Pray, let me hear it now. 

Fran. that in these days looks for trxUhf 
Seldom or neve^' finds in. sooth. 

Dor. That’s ^vondrous well. 

Clown. Yes, in sadness. 

Lod, Peace, sirrah ! nay, she’s built of modesty. 

Fran. JSven as a zoicketl kiss defies i/te lips^ 

So do new fashions hsr that thr(fugh H^em trips. 

Dor. Very modest language. 

Fran. She that doth pleasure use for what Hmill 
bring her, 

Will pluck a rose, although she prick her finger. 

Dor Put in hurt her finger, good Francis : the 
phrase will be more decent. 

Pan. Y* are a wondrous happy man in one so 
virtuous I 

VOL. Zia H 
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Lod. K’ay, ye shall have no Count Lorenzo of 
me, I warrant ye. 

Clown. Nor no Count Lorenzo's lady of your 
■wife, I ■\varrant ye. 

Lod. Sweet cliick, I come to take leave of thee: 
finger in eye Jllready) We arc all to meet the 
duke this afternoon, bii-d, who is now come from 
Venice. Thou may’st walk and see the Count 
Lorenzo's lady. 

Don. Alas ! she’s too merry for my company. 
Jas. Too merry 1 I have seen her sad, 

But very seldom meiry. 

Dopi. I mean, my lord, 

That she can walk, tell tales, run in the garden. 

Clown. Why, then your ladysliip may hold 
your tongue, say nothing, and walk in the orchard. 

Dor. She can drink a cup of wine not delayed^ 
with -water. 

Clown. Why, then you may drink a cup of 
water ■without ■^vine. 

Dor. Nay, if a nobleman come to see her lord, 
She will let him kiss her too against our custom. 

Pan. Why, a modest woman may be kissed by 
accident, yet not give the least touch to her repu- 
tation. 

Lod. Well said : touch her home. 

Dob. Nay, but they may not ; she that will kiss, 
they say," will do worse, I warrant her. 

Jov. Why, I have seen you, madam, kissed 
against your will. 

Dob. Against my ■will, it may be, I have been 
kissed indeed. 


^ [Allayed, diluted. Mr Collier altered tlie word to 
allaytd.'l 

* [In olIuBion to the proverb, ** After kissing comes 
greater kindneas.”] 
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Clown. Pshaw, there^s nothing against a 
•woman's will; and I dare be sworn, if my lady 
kiss but any one man, 'tis because she cannot do 
with all. 

Loo. Kay, I know that to .be true, my lords : 
and at tliis time, because you cannbt do •with all, 
pray kiss them in order ; kiss her all over, gentle- 
men, and ■we aro gone. 

Doit. Kay, good my lord, 'tis against our 
nation’s custom. 

Loo. 1 cave not ; let natumls love nations : 

My liumouv’s my humonr. 

Spin. I must liave jny turn too, then. 

Jov. It must go round. 

Don. Pie, fie I 

Loo. Look how she spits now I 

Jas. The deeper the sweeter, lady. 

Clown. The nearer the bone, the sweeter the 
flesh, lady. 

Don. ilow now, sauce-box I 

Cloavn. Did not my lord bid the gentlemen 
kiss you all oA*er 1 

Loo, I have sAvcct cause to be jealous, have I 
not, gentlemen 1 no. Crede quod haheSj et hahei 
still. He that believes he has honis, has them. 
"Will you go bring my hori>e, sirl 

Clown. I will bring your horse, sir, and your 
horse shall bring his tail with him. \JSxiU 

Lod. Francis, 1 piythee, stay thou at home with 
thy lady. Get thy instrument ready ; this melan- 
choly will spoil her : before these lords here make 
her but laugh, Avhen we are gone 

Fran. Laugh before these lords when they are 
gone, sir ! 

Lod. Pish ! I mean, make her laugh heartily 
before Ave come home, and, before these lords, I 
promise thee a lease of forty crowns per annum. 
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Fean. Can ye tell whetlier she he ticklish, sir J 
Lod, 0, in&iitely ticklish ! 

Fran. 1*11 deserve year lease, then, ere you 
come home, I warrant, 

Lod. And thou shalfc ha*t, F faitli, boy. 

Elder Clown. 

Clown, Your horse is ready, sir. 

Lod. >Iy lords, I think vre have stayed with the 
longest. Farewell, DolL C/\de qi/od Jinbes^ tt 
hahis, gallants. 

Fan. Our horses shall fetch it ujj again. Fare- 
well, sweet lady, 

Jas. Adieu, sweet mistress : and whenboe^er I 
marry, 

Fortune turn tip to me no wor^ic cai d than you are I 
Clown. And whensoe’er I maiTy, Venus send 
me a card may save Fortune the labour, and turn 
up herself. [Extunt. 

Doe. How now 2 why loiter > ou behind ? why 
ride you not along with your loid 1 
Fran. To lie with your ladyship. 

Dor, How'* 

Fean. In the bed, upon the bed, or under the 
bed. 

Doe. Why, how now, Francis, ! 

Fran. Tins is the plain truth on't, I would lie 
with ye. 

Dor. AVhy, Francis 

Fran, I know too, that you will lie with me. 

Dor. Nay, but, Francis 

Fean, Plague of Francis I I am neither Frank 
nor Francis, 

But a gentleman of Milan, that even there 
Heard of your beauty, which report there guarded 
With such a chastity, the gUttering’st sin 
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Held so artillery of power to shake it. 

Upon which I resolv’d to try conclusions ; 

Assum’d this name and fortune, sought this ser- 
^ice : 

And I will tell 5’e truly what T guess you. 

Dor. You will not ravish me, Francis ? 

Fran. 27 o ; hut unravel 3*6 in two lines ex- 
perience wiit lately — 

Etrirtniti in virtue are hut doude to vice; 

Hketl do iU' darh who u i* th* day too nice. 

Dor. Indeed ye do not well to belie me thus. 

Fran. Come, I’ll lie with thee, wench, and 
make all well again.' Though your confident lord 
makes use of Crede quod habe$^ tt hahes^ and holds 
it impossible for au)’ to be a cuckold, [and] can be- 
lieve himself none, I would have his lady have 
more wit, and clap them on. 

Don, And truly', Francis, some women now 
would do't. 

Fr.\.n. Who can you choose more convenient to 
practise with than me, whom he doats on ? where 
shall a man find a friend but at home? so 3 'ou 
break one proverbs pate, and give the other a 
plaster. Is’t a match, wench 1 

Dor. Well, lor once it ; hut, aud ye do any 
more, indeed I’ll tell mj' husband, 

Fran. But when shall this once be ? now 1 

Dor. Now ? no indeed, Francis. 

It shall be soon at night, when your lord's come 
liome. 

Fran. Then ! how is it possible ? 

Dor. Possible ! women can make any of these 
tilings possible, Francis : now many casualties may 
cross us ; but soon at night my loid, I'm sure, will 
be 80 sleepy, what with his journey and deep 
healtlis for tiie duke's return, that before he goes 
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to bed (as be uses still when he lias been hard 
a-drinking) he will sleep upon the bed in’s clothes 
so sound, bells would not wake him, rung in the 
chamber. 

Pban. The cuckold slumbers ; and though his 
wife hit him u’ th’ forehead with her heel, he 
dreams of no such matter. 

Don. Kow Pambo, that makes him merry in 
liis chamber, shall, when the candle’s out and he 
asleep, bring 3 '^ou into the chamber. 

Fran. But uill he be secret l 

Dor. \Vi 11 he, good soul ! I am not to try him 
now. 

FntN. ’Sfoot, this is brave, 

>Iy kind lord’s fool is my cunning lady's knave. 
But, pray, how theiil 

Dor. When you are in at door on right before 
3 'ou, you shall teol the hed; give mo but softly a 
touch. I’ll rise, and follow you into the next 
chamber : but truly, and you do not use me kindly, 
I shall cry out and spoil alL 

Fran. Use y-ou kindly 1 was lady o’er used 
cruelly i’ fch’ dark Do you but prepare Pambo 
and your maid : let me alone with her mistress. 
About eleven I desire to be expected. 

Dor, And till the clock strike twelve, I’ll lie 
awake. 

Fran, Now ye dare kissl 

Doe, Once with my friend, or so ; yet you may 
take two, Francis. 

Fr vn. kly cast is ames^ace then. 

Dor. Deuce-ace had got the game. 

Fran. Why, then, you’re welcome. Adieu, my 
dainty mistress. 

Doe. Farewell, kind IVaucis, [jS’xettiii. 
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Entw Lokenzo, as from jKtrse, 

Lor. I have given them all the slip, the duke 
and all, 

And am at home before them. I cannot rest, 
Piiilippo and my -wife run in my mind so : 

I know no cause why I should trust him more 
Than all the world beside. I remember 
He told lier that I bought tlie buck’s-heaJ, there- 
fore 

Deserv’d the horns : although I bid him try her, 
Yet I did not bid him bid her with one eye 
Love me. and witli the other ^vink at a frieJid. 
How we long to gi*ow familiar with affliction ; 

And, as many words do aptly hold concordance 
To make one sentence, just so many causes 
Seem to agree, when conceit makes ns cuckolds. 

KiiUr Piiilippo and Abstemia. Lorenzo askU, 

And hero comes proof .apparent; hand in hand 
too ! 

Now their palms meet : that grasp begets a bas- 
tard i 

Phil. By your white hand, I swear ^twas only 
so. 

Lor. Poison of toads betwixt ye ! 

Arsl PbjJip 2 ^cv yon have fiilJy satisfied me. 

Lor. Insatiate whore 1 could not 1 satisiy ye 1 
I shall commit a murder if 1 stay : 

I’ll go forge thunder for ye. 0, let me 
Nevermore marry ! wiiat plague can transcend 
A whorish wife and a perfidious friend ! [Exit. 
Phil. By the unblemiah’d faith then of a gentle- 
man,, 

And by your potent goodness (a great oath, 

For you are greatly good), by truth itself ; 



120 THE CITY KI6HTCAP. 

For j&till I BTvear by you— what again hath pass'd, 
Was at the first but trial of your chastity, 

Far above time or stoiy ; as I speak trutli, 

So may I prosper. 

Aes. And came these trials from your breast 
only ] 

Phil. Only from my breast ; and by tlie sweet 
Excellent blush of virtue, there is in you 
Plenty of truth «ind goodness. 

Abs. Yon have nobly 

Appeas’d the stom overtook you, and you are 
Again a good man. 

J'hxUr liOEEXZO, Paxdtxpho, fSPiXO&O, Jaspru. 
JoVANI. 

Lon, Traitor to truth and friemUIiip I 
Did not mine honour hold me. 1 should rip out 
That blushing hypocrite thy heart, that hath broke 
So strong a tie of faith : but behold 
How much of mau is in me J there, I ca^^t thee ^ 
From this believing heart to the iron hand 
Of law, tlie wrong'd mans saint J 
Phil, What means this ? 

Pax. ^ly lord, here’s warrant 
For what’s done, immediate from the duke : 

IJy force of which you’re early i’ tli’ niomiiiy 
Before his grace to answer to such injuries 
The Count Lorenzo shall allege against you. 

Phil. Injuries : Wliy, friend, what injuries? 
Lor. Can ye spell stag, sir I 'tis four letters with 
two horns. 

(rood gentlemen, convey him from my fury, 

For fear of greater mischief. 

Phil. Thou j'ellow fool 1 [Ej'it, 


^ [Old copy, 
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AliS, I would you would instruct me, noble sir, 
But how to uuderatand all this. 

Lor. Do je seo her! look on her, all, and 
wonder : 

Did ye ever see so foul guilt stand underneath 
A look so innocent 1 ^ 

Jov. I should have pami'd 
My blood upon her honour. 

Pan. Colours not in grain 
M4ake aa fair show, but ai^e more apt to stain. 

Ads. My lord. 

Lor. To whore! [Kicks Jier. She sitfootis. 
Look to the lady. 

Lor. Look to her ! hang her ; let me send her 
now 

To Iho devil, ^>ith all her sins upon her head. 

►Spin. Bear her in gently, and see her guarded. 
Pan. You are too violent, my lord. 

Lor. That men should ever marry I that we 
should lay our heads, 

And take our horns up out of women^s laps I 
Jov. Be patient, good sir. 

Lor. Ye'5, aud go make potguns. 

Jas. ‘Tis late, aud sleep would do you good, mj 
lord. 

Lor. Sleep 1 why. do you think I am mad, sir 1 
Ja.s. Kot 1, my lord. 

Lor. Then you do lie, my lord, 

Pbr r am mad!, hani-mad : I sixli be aeted 
In our theatres of Verona. 0, what poison^ 

Like a false friend, and what plague more ruinous 
Than a lascivious wife ? they steal our joys, 

And £11 us with affliction : they leave our names 
Hedg’d in with calumny : in their false hearts 
Crocodiles breed, who make grief their disguise, 
And, in betraying, tears 'stil through their eyes. 

0, he that can b^eve he sleeps secure 
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Lod. That’s a strauge question to ask at mid- 
night ! Francisco. 

Bor. And that same false Francisco in your ab- 
sence 

JMost lewdly tempted me to wrong your bed. 
Fran. Was ever woodcock catch’d thus! 

Lod. 0 rogue, I’ll go cut his throat sleeping. 
Dor. Kay, I have fitted Inm most daintily. 
Fran. Kow, now, now, now, I am spitted. 

Bor. I seem’d, sweetheart, to consent to him 

Fran. A plague of seemings. I were best con- 
fess, 

And beg pardon. 

Bor. And to make him suie for your revenge, I 
appointed 

About this hour, the door left ope on purpose— 
Fran. Ahl 

Bor, To meet me in the garden. 

Fran. All's well again. 

Bor. Kow, sweetheart, 

If thou wouldst but steal down thither, thou 
might’st 

Catch him, aud snap the fool very finely. 

Lod. O my sweet birck-nie ! what a wench 
ha\e I 

Of thee 1 Crede quod hahesy et liahes still. 

And I had thought it possible to have been 
Cuckolded, I Lad been cuckolded. 

I’ll take my rapier as I go, sirrah ; 

And the night being dark, Til speak like thee, 

As if thou hadst kept thy word. 0 villain ! 
Kothing vexes me, but that he should think 
I can be a cuckold, and bare such a lady. 

Bo thou He still, and Til bring thee hia heart 
For thy monkey's breakfast. 

Bor. And would you part unkindly, and not 
kiss met 
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Lod. I Imve no more manners tlian a goose. 
Farewell, 

"My chaste, delicious BolL What may liis life 
Be compar’d to that meets with such a wife ! 

* [Exit 

Enter Clown. 

Fran. Pish, Pambo ! 

Clown. Here, boy. 

Fran. Go meet him in the garden, and hark. 
Clown. Excellent ! Ill play my lady, I warrant 

ye. 

Fran. Do’t daintily. 

Clown. AVell, I may hope for a ’squire's place ; 
my father was a costermonger.^ [Exit 


1 A coiter monger U ft aeller of apples ; and an aj>ple» 
iKjuire was formerly a cant term for a pimp. 

8o in Era&mu^’a •* Praise of Folly,” translated by Chivloner, 
1549, Big. P. ; ‘ * Or doo you judge peradveutui'e they ooulde 
easily fynde in their hertes, that so many scriveners, so 
many registrers, so manie notaries, so many advocates, so 
many promoters, so many secretaries, so many moyleters, 
so many horsekeepers, so many gentlemen of bouseholde, 
so many apjjle-Sfiuires, so many baudes, 1 had almost spoken 
«i softer wor<le,” &c. i 

Again, in “Faults, Faults, and Nothing but Faultes,” 
by Bai’uaby lliuh, I'iOG, p. 24: **SlieB shall nut want the 
iidsistanco of her ruffuins, her a2yple-tquircs, and of those 
brotbaU Queam-s that that Jiarhonr, and that xeuLii 
her.” 

Again, in Beu Jonsou’s ” Every Man in bis Humour,” 
iv. 10— 

* ' Well, good n-ife bsird. Cob’s ttife; sod ymi, 

That xauke your hualiand ouch a hoddy doddy ; 

And you, yoang apple ogutre; and old cuckold-maker, 

1 11 hu' you every one before a josUce." 

See also “Bekker’s Belinan of London,” sig. H 2. 

And in Bale’s ” Actia of Eoglishe Votaries,” 1550, Part L, 
fol. 27 : ” Women iu those dayes might sore have dist^ed 
their newlie ri-»en opinion of holines, if th^ had chaupoed. 
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FrA 2 (. "Well, ROW I see, as lie who fain would 
know 

The real strain of goodness, may in her read it, 
Who can seem cbastej but not be what she seems ; 
So, who would see hell's ctaf^ in her may read it. 
Who can seem too, but not be what she seems. 

In brief, pub him to school (would clieat the de'il 
of's right) 

To a dainty, smooth-fae’d, female hypocrite. [5«iiL 


JSiitei' Lodotico €ind Ciowy. 

Lod. Here's a wife, Pambo ! 

OtowK. Isow, iuod hales, et hnUss sir. 
IiOD. Wliy, right, man ; let him believe he has 
horns, and he has ’em. 

CtovN. To discover upon the pinch to ye ! 

Loi>. 0 you kind lo-ving husbands, like myself, 
Wliat fortunes meet ye, fall^ but wiih sucli wives. 
Ciowx. Fortune’s i* th’ fashion of hay-forke. 
Lod, Sirrah Pambo, thou shalt seldom see a 
harsh fellow have such a wife, such a fortunate 
wedding. 

Ciowy. He will go to hanging as soon. 

I-OD. Ko, no ; we loving souls have all the for* 
tunes. 

There’s Count Lorenzo, for example, now ; 

There’s a sweet coil to-moirow ‘bout his wife. 

He has two servants, that will take their oaths 
They saw her dishonest with his friend Count 
PluUppo j 


to haue betio witih cbilde by the prekiee, and thereEore 
other Bpuitual remedies were sought out for them by their 
good providers and procton ; ye may if ye will call them. 
“•Wle*#2ttirci. — GlUkritt, 

^ (Old copy, full.} 
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Xay, ill the very act. Now what was't brought 
her to’t, 

But his dogged usage of her ? 

Clown. Nay, she never lived a good day with him. 
LoD. How she goes daunting too i slie must 
have a * 

Feather in her head and a cork in her heel. 

Clown. Ay, that shows her light from head to 
heel, sir ; and who liave heavier heads than those 
whose -wives have light heels? that feather con- 
founds her. 

Lod, I shall so laugh to hear the comical 
histoiy of the great Couut Lorenzo’s homs : but 
as I have such a wife now, what a \dllam did I 
entertain to teach her music ? H’ has done her no 
good since he came, that I saw. 

Clown. Hang him, h^ has made her a little per- 
fect in prick-song, that’s all ; and it may be, she 
had skill in that before you married her too. 

Lod. She could sing at the first sight, by this 
hand, Parabo. 

But hark ! I hear somebody. 

filter FPv.VNCISCO. 

Clown. ’Tis he, sure ; h’ has a dreaming whore- 
mastor's pace. Pray, Jet me practise my lady’s 
part, and counterfeit for her. 

Lod. Can’st thou imitate to th’ life 7 
Clown. Can 1 7 0 ivicked Fi’ancis 1 
Lod. Admirable ! Thou shalt do’t. 

Clown. Pray, be you ready with your rapier to 
spit him then, and PU watch him a good turn, I 
warrant ye. 

Fran. Here they are. If Paonbo now comes off 
with his part neatly, the comedy passes bravely. 
'Who’s there 7 mad am 7 
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Clovfs. Francis I 
FiiAX. The ftime- 

Ci/jvtx, I think this pkee lie« tso open to tV 
air, Franeifi ? 

Lop. Delicate Pambo. [Mide ] 

CiowN. And truly there's a gr^at dew fallen 
to-night ; 

The grass is wondrous wet. 

Lop. Sweet rogue ! [Atide.] 

Cix>wx. Come, Fran<*is 
And let us &port ourselves in yonder rushes. 

*Vnd being set, I’ll smother thee wirh busse®. 

Lop. O villain! [A »*/?.] 

FJpax, Hear me, lady : 

It i's enough, my lurd hath now a fri-'ml 
In these dishonest days, that flares l*e hrne-t. 

Lop. How is tte 1 

Clowit. Xay, for thy lord, he's a mure cox- 
comb, Franci*. 

Lop. Out, rogue ! 

Fran. *Tia but your ]*ad de^irf-s that tell you 

BO. 

Can I contain a ht-art. or can th^t heait 
Harbour a thought of injury 'gainst him 
Under whose wing I safely stretcii my pinions i 
Has he not nobly entertain’d me ? .'taml I not 
Xestt neighbour, save yoorbelt, unto his heart ? 
Lop. Ay, by this hand^ dost thou. 

Fran. And should I quit him thu^ 1 Xo, lady, 
no. 

Lop. Brave Frank ! 

Fran. I am too wise to fall in love with woe, 
Much less witli wo-man. I but took advantage 
Of my lord’s absence for your trial, lady. 

For fear some fellow (far hotter rein’d than I) 
Might have .«onght [her] and sped ; and I'd be loth 
A lord so loving 



THE CITY -NIGHTCAP. 


129 


LoD. Sbalt have fire leases, by these fizigers, 
Fran. Should have a lady false. 

Back, lady, to >ouj yet unblemish'd bed : 

Preserve your honour and your lord’s calfs 

head. 

Clown. Well, Francis, you had been better — 

I do not tell my lord of this 1 
Lod. He has put him to’t now. 

Fean. Then 1 am lost for e\ er : 

You*31 turn it all on me, I know; but ere 
I’ll live to WTong so good a lord, or stand 
The mark unto j our malice, I mH first 
Fall on my .-*1701 d and periah. 

Lod. Hold, hold, hold, man I 
Fean. Ha, who are } ou I 
Lod. Oue that has more humanity in him, than 
to see a proper fellow cast himself away, I warrant 
thee, ’Tib 1 , *tis I, man : I have heard all. 

Clown. And ’twas I played my lady to have 
snapped > e. 

Fran. Has she been then so good to tell your 
honour ? 

iN'ow am I worse afflictetl than before, 

That she «>hould thus outrun me in this race 
Of honesty. 

Lod. Kay, sh’ ho.-, bobb’d thee bravely. 

Sh’ has a thou^aud of the<»e tricks, i’ faith, man : 

But how&oeier, ivhat I have found thee, I have 
found thee. 

Hark in thine ear, shalt have five leases 
And mine own nag, when th’ hast a mind to ride. | 
Fean. Let me deserve, sir, first. 

Lod. Shalt have them. I know what I do, I 
warrant thee. 

Fean. I joy in such a lady. 

Lod. Nay, there’s a couple of yon, for a wife 
and a fiiend. Sliolt be no more mj servant. 1 
VOL. xin; 



130 


THE CITT KfGHTOAP. 


had thought to have made thee my steward, hut 
ihou'rfe too honest for the place, that’s the truth 
on’t. 

Clovtx- His superfluity is my necessity. Pray, 
let me ha*t, sir. 

Lou. I will talk with thee to-morroAv, Pamho ; 
thou shalt have something too : but I’ll go to bed. 
Honest Prancis, the dearest mu^fc pai*t, I see. I 
will so hug the sweet rascal, that thinks every 
hour ten. till I come yonder 1 Good night, Frank. 
To bed, Pamho. What delight iu life 
Can equal such a friend and such a wife 1 
So, my dainty Doll, I come to thee. [Erif. 
Clown. So a city nightcap go with thee J But 
shall I not be thought on for my night’s service \ 
Fkan. 0, look ye, pray forget not ye had some- 
thing: 

Clown. Well, aud j)raydo you remember I had 
nothing. 

Fean. Nothing! what’s that ? 

CliOWN. Notiiing, before I had something, I 
mean. So you are well-returned from Utopia. 
Fean. You’re very nimble, sir : good-morrow. 

[Exeunt, 

A har eei ouA EnUr ilie Dl'KI: ok Verona, Pan- 
DULPno, Spinoso, Jaspko, Jovani, Loeenzo, 
Philipfo, Aestemia, a gwird and two da'm. 

Ver. Call the accus’d to th’ bar. 

Phil. We appear 

With acknowlifg’d reverence to the presence. 
Ver. We meet not 

To build on circumstances, but to come plainly 
To the business that here plac’d us. Cousin 
' Lorenzo, 

You have &ee leave to speak your griefs ; but this 
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Desire the senate to observe, and nearly : 

I come here not your kinsman ; neither, madam, 
Looldng unto the greatness of your blood, 

As you are sister to the Dulce of Venice ; 

But as an equal judge, I come to doom, 

As circumstance ^ and proof informs* 

Loe. Thus then, 

(Great sir, grave lords, and honourable auditors 
Of‘iny di^onour) I affirm *tis known 
To th' signory of Verona, the whole city; 

Naj', the groat multitude without, that come 
This day to hear unwilling truth, can uutness, 
How, since my marriage with that woman — weep’st 
thou 1 

0 truth, who would not look thee in a woman’s 
teai's 1 

But showers that fall too late, produce dear years — 
All know that, since ourmamage, I have perform’d 
So fairly all judicial wedlock-omces, 

That malice knew not how at my whole actions 
To make one blow, and to stnke home. 1 did 
rather 

Honour her os a saint, sir, tlian respect her, 

As she was my wife. On pilgrimage I sent 
All luy ciiileavours to tlie fair-seeming slirine 
Of their desires, where they did offer daily 
A pleual satisfaction, which she seem’d 
Keciprocally to return, paid back 
As much obedience as 1 lent of love : 

But then the serpent stings, when like a dove 
Opinion feathers him : women’s sweet words 
As far are from their hearts, thnugh from their 
breasts 

They fly, as lapwings’ cries are from their nests. 
Pan. 0, you inveigh. 


^ IPld copy, fircv.mtgnw.'] 
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Lob. I: would appear no satirft. 

And for tills mau (Koat fain I would call him 
fritud !) 

I appeal to the whole state, if at the fight 
BctAVLxt liiserta galleys and your grace, 

AYhcreiu you pleas’d to send me general there, 

That he deserv’d (let me not take from him 
His merit’s meet confession) hut I was there, 

The man (the erring man) that crown’d his incnt 
With approhatiou and reivard ; brought liim home, 
Preferr d him to those graces you heap’d on him : 
Wore him a neighljotn* to my heart, as lovers 
Wear jewels, lett by their dead fiiendii. I lock’d 
him 

Into my heart, and double-barr’d him there 
With reason and opinion ; his cxU'cmitics 
Fasten’d me more unto him, Avhil&t, lilce an arch 
Well-built, by how much the more weight I bore, 

I stood 1 the stronger under him ; so lov’d him, 
That in hia absence still mine ear became 
A sanctuary to hU injur’d name. 

Veb,. And what from hence infer you? 

Lok That ’twaa b^, 

Paso in tlie depth of baseness, for this Avife 
^ honour’d and this smooth friend so belov’d 
To conspire betwixt them my dishonour 
Ver. Hoav? 

Lor. To stain my sheets Avith lust, a minute's 
theft ; • . 

To brand perpetually three faces : a husband’s, 

A wife s, and friend’s. 

Abs. 0 good my lord, 

Oast out this devil from you. 

Lor. O good my lady, 

Keep not the devil wibhm you, but confess. 


} lOUtwpyj^nd.] 
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Phil. ’Hear me, 'great sir; I ynJl confess, 
Lorenzo, 

And print thee down the fool of passion. 

Spin. Speak, sir. 

Phil. ’Tis true, this boasting man did thus 
erect me 

In his opinion, plac’d me in his love, 

Ginc’d me witli courtesies : 0 tfee craft of jealousy f 
As boys, to take the bird, about the pit 
Cast wheat and chaff, contriving a neat train 
To entice her to her ruin — so this friend, 

Falser than city-oaths, it is not doubted. 

Having so far endear’d me, when he came 
To enjoy a fair wife, guess’d it impossible 
For me to share with him in all things else, 

And not in her ; for fair wives oft, we see, 

Strike the discord in sweet friendship’s harmony r 
And ha\ing no way to ensnare me so, 

To separate our loves, he seiiou&ly 
*Woo’d me to try las wife. 

Lor. ’Tis false. 

PiiTL. ’Tis true, 

By all til at honest men may be believed bj'. 

Three several tunes I tried her, by him urg’d to’t, 
Yet still my truth not started, kept so constant, 
Tliat till this hour this lady thus much knew not. 

I bore her biave reproofs. O, when she spake, 

The saints (sure) listen’d, and at every point 
She got th’ applause of angels ! N'ow, upon this, 
Tins jealous lord infers (and it may be 
But to shun futurity) that I, 

His betray’d friend, could not hold the cup, 

But I must drink the poison. No, Lorenzo, 

An honest man is sUll an unmov’d rock, 

Wash’d whiter, but not shaken with the shock. 
Whose heart conceives no sinister device ; 

Fearless he plays.with flames, and treads on ice. 
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Ver. Cousin, did you, as your fnend here 
affirms, 

Counsel him to these trials 1 
Lor. 11 
PHir* You did. 

Loa. Pliilippo, thou art fallen from a good man, 
And hast ta'en leave of modesty. Let these my 
servants — % 

That incredulity should he induction 
To my more certain shame — ^let thessO speak 
And relate what they saw : they grew so public, 
My servants could di^tcover them. 

Pan. Speak, tiiemU, lie fearless*, 

And what you know, even to a syllable, 

Boldly confess. 

1st Slave, Then, know, great sir, as soon 
As e^er my lord was gone to meet your grace, 
Signor Philippo and my lady privately 
Went up to her bed-chamber : wo two, snspectiiig 
What aftenvards we found, stole softly up, 

And through the key-hole (for the door was lock'd) 
We saw my lady and Count Philippj? there 
Upon tho bed, and in the very act, 

As my lord before affirm'd. 

Abs. Canst thou hear, heaven, 

And withhold thy thunder! 

Phil. My lords, one devil, ye know, 

May possess three bodies. 

Ver. AVill you swear this, sir! 

1st Slave. I will, my lord. 

Spin. And you ! 

2d Slave. I -will, and dare, sir. 

Lob. Brave rascak! 

Yeb. Beach them the book. 

Ads. Ye poor deluded men, O, do not swear I 
Loe. Think of tho chain of pearl* [Aside, 
.1^1* Slave. Give ua the book: 
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T?hat we affirm the truth, tlie whole truth. 

And nothing hut the truth, we 6\ycar. 

Pan. Believe me, I am sorry for the lady. 

Phii*. How soon 

Two souls, more precious than a pair of worlds, 
Are levell’d below death ! 

Abs. 0, hark I did you not hear it? 

OiiNES. AVhat, lady t 

Abs. This hour a pair of glorious towers are 
fallen j 

Two goodly buildiiigjs beateu ndth a breath 
Beneath the grave. You all liave seen tliis day, 

A pair oi soiiJs both cast and ki&s’d away. 

Spin. “What censure glides yoiU‘ grace! 

Ver. Ill that I am a kinsman 
To the accuser, that I might not appear 
Partial in judgment, let it seem no wonder 
If unto youv gravities I leave 
The following sentence : but as Lorenzo stands 
A kinsman to Verona, so forget not, 

Abstemia still is si>ter unto Venice. 

Phil. IMisery of goodness ! 

Abs. 0 Lorenzo ^ledico I ^ 

Abstemia’s lover once, wlien he did vow 
And when I did believe ; then when Abstemia 
Denied so many princes for Lorenzo, 

Then when you swoi'e. 0 maids I how men can 
we^p. 

Print protestations on their breasts and sigh, 

And look so truly, and then weep again, 

And then protest again, and again dissemble ! 

When once enjoy’d, like strange sights we grow 
stale, 

And find our comforts, like their wonder, fail 
Phil. 0 Lorenzo I 


^ [A notuuusufdcjfvai ^ Dv Medici.] 
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Loot upon tears, eacli one of whicTi, ■well- valued, 

Is wortli the pity of a king ; but thou 
Art harder fax than rocks, and can'st not prize 
The precious waters of tru&’s injur’d eyes. 

Lor. Please your grace, proceed to censure. 
Ver. Thus 'tis decreed, as these lords have set 
down 

Against all contradiction. Signor Philii^po, 

In that you have thus grossly, sir, dishonour'd 
Even OUT blood itself in tins rude injury 
Lights on our kinsman, his prerogative 
Implies death on your trespass j but your merit, 

Of more antiquity is tbau your trespass, 

That deatli is i blotted out, and in the place 
Lanislmieut writ, perpetual banishment 
(On pain of death, if you retura) for ever, 

Proiu Verona and her signories. 

Phil, Verona is kimt 
Pan. Unto you, madam. 

This censure is allotted, Vour high blood 
Takes off the danger of the law, nay, from 
Even banishment itself. This lord your hus 
band 

Sues only for a legal fair divorce, 

Which ^Yff think good to grant, the church allow 
ing : 

And in that the injury cluefly reflects 
On him, he hath free licence to marry, when 
And ■whom he pleases. 

Ans. I thank ye, 

That you are favourable unto my love, 

Whom yet I love and weep for, 

Phil. Farewell, Lorenzo. 

This bre^t did never yet harbour a thought 
Ut thee, but man was in it, nonest man *. 


‘ lOldcopy, 
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There’s all the words that thou art worth. Of 
your grace, 

I humbly thus take leave : farewell, my lords : 
And lastly farewell thou, fairest of many, 

Yet by far more unfortunate. Look up 
And see a crown held for thee > win it, and die 
Love's martyr, the sad map of injury : 

And so remember, sir, your injur’d lady 
Has a brother j^et in Venice. 

Abs, Farewell, Lorenzo, 

Whom my soul doth [j’etj love : if you e’er marry. 
May you meet a good wife : so good, that you 
May not suspect her, nor may she be worthy 
Of your suspicion : and if you hear hereafter, 

That I am dead, inquire but my last words, 

And you shall know that to the last I lov’d you : 
And when you walk forth T\ith your second choice 
luto the pleasant field’d, and by chance talk of me, 
Imagine that you soo me lean and pale, 

Strewing your paths with flowers ; and when in bed 
You cast your aims about her happy 8ide[9], 

Think you see me stand with a patient look, 
Crying, All hail, you lo\ ers, live and j>rosper. 

But may she never live to pay my debts. 

If but m thought she wrong you, may she die 
In the conception of the injury. 

Pray, make me wealthy vith one kiss. Farewell, 
sir. 

Let it not grieve you, when you shall remember 
That I was innocent : nor this forget — 

Though innocence here suffer, sigh, and groan, 

She walks but thorough thorns to find a throne. 

Ver. Break up the court; and, cousin, leani 
this rede ; 

Who stabs truth’s bosom, malres an angel bleed. 
Loe. The storm upon my breast, sir. [iJa^ewaf. 
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ACT III. 

i 

Enter LoDdvrco, Jaspro, Jovani, and Clown. 

Loi>. Did chronicle ever match this couple, gen- 
tlemen 1 

Jas. Yon make us wonder, 

That both should seem to yield to the temptation, 
And both so meet in one resolved goodness, 
Unknown to one another I 

Lod. There lies the jest on’t. Sirrah Pambo, 
I do but think, an* she had met him in the gar- 
den, how she V ould have rattled him. 

Clown. And ruffled him too, sir ; the camo- 
mile 1 would have been better for it many a day 
after. 

Jov. Such an honest-minded servant where 
sliall one find ? 

Lod, Seivaut ! my s-norn brother, man; he’s 


^ The CRQioinile i9 sRid to grow faster the Qioje it i) 
pressed or irodden upon, aad to this ciicuznstAUce the CIotvu 
here alludes. Fiequent notice is taken of this piopeit} in 
the plant by our .\ncient \inteis. As in Tofte's Honouis 
Academie, oi the F.imous Pastoiall of the Faiie bbepheardesse 
Julietta,” 1610, p. 204, 5ttL part: **But as gold taken out 
of the burning furnace, is faire moie blight and fierce, than 
lien it was first flung in ; and as Ciiinomeil, (he more t( ie 
g/vd upon, the thi<^r and heUet' it f/rowedt : even so we see 
This faire Archeresh to shew more cleare and beautifull, 
w hen the flame was once past and gone then she had beue 
before.” 

And in the “ Fiiat Part of King Henry IV.,’* act ii. sc. 4 : 
^*Fot though the camomile the more \i is trodden on, the 
/aster li prows, yet youth, the moie it ia wasted, the sooner 
it wears.” 

See other instances in the notes of 2£r 
Farmer on the last passage, ’ 
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too honest for ah office, he’ll nerer thrire in’t : ye 
have few servants 'vvill deal so merdfoUy with 
their lords, 

Jas. a. wife t why, she’s a saint ; one that ever 
hears a good sound soul about her. 

Clown. Yes, -when she wears her new shoes. 

Jov. Rliall we see her, my lordi 

Lod. Where is she, Pamho ? 

Clown. Walking a turn or two i’ th* garden 
with Francisco, sir ; Pll go call her. 

Lod. No, no, no ; let her alone : 'tie pity in- 
deed to part them, they are so well-matched. 
Was he not reading to fieri 

Clown. No, sir, she was weeping to him i she 
heard this morning that her confessor, father 
Jacomo, was dead- 

Jas, Father Jacomo dead ? 

Lod. AVhj-, now shall not we have her eat one 
hit thi^j five days. 

Clown. She'll munch the more in a comer: 
that’s the puritan’s fast. 

Lod. Nay, do hut judge of her, my lords, hy * 
one thing : whereas most of our dames go to con*- 
fession hut once a month, some twice a quarter, 
and some hut once a year, and that upon con- 
straint too, she never misses twice a week, 

Jas. ’Tis wonderful ! 

Jov. ’Tis a sign she keeps all well at home ; 
they are even ^ ;; 

With the whole world, that so keep touch with 
heaven. 

Lod, Nay, I told ye, ye should find no Philippo 
of Francisco. 

Clown. And I remember I told your honoiup 
you should find no Ahstemia of my lady. t 

Lod. Nor no Lorenzo of myself : he was ever 
a melancholy stubborn fellow; . He kept her in too 
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ACT III. 

I 

EnW Lodovico, Jaspeo, Jovaki, and Clown. 

Lod. Did chronicle ever match this couple, gen- 
tlemen t 

Jab. You make us wander, 

That both should seem to yield to the temptation, 
And both so meet in one resolved goodness, 
Unknown to one another I 

Lod. There lies the jest on’t Sirrah Pamho, 
I do but tliink, ian' she had met him in the gar- 
den, how she would have rattled him. 

Clown, And ruffled him too, sir : the camo- 
mile ^ would have been better for it many a day 
after. 

Jov. Such an honest-minded servant where 
shall one find t 

Lod. Ser\’ant ! my sworn brother, man ; he’s 


^ Tbe CRTDOinile is said to grow faster the pinre it ie 
pressed or troddeo upon, aud to this cucumstance tbe Clown 
here alludes. Fiequent notice is taken of this pioperty in 
the plant by onr ancient writers. As in Tofte's ** Honours 
Acadumie, or the F«unous Pastorall of the Fail e Shepheardesse 
Julietta,’’ 1610, p. 204, xlth part : *'But aa icold taken out 
of tbe burning furnace, is faire more bright and fierce, than 
when it was first flung in ; and as Camomellf the more it is 
trod upon, the thicker and better it (/rowet/i : even so we see 
tlii'i f.iire Archeresh to shew mora cleore and beautifull, 
when the flame was once past and gone then she bad bene 
befoie." 

And in the **PiiBt Part of King Henry IV.,’' act if. sc. 4 : 
*’For though the camomile the more it it troddm on, the 
faster it ff7'ows, yet youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner 
it wears.” 

See other instanoes in the >sotee of Sbceyens and Dr 
FuiQer OQ thp last passage. 
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JacoIno^ TTa<! dead. 

Jas, Tarher J“ac<mio cleat? ? ', 

Lod. 'Why, now shall uofe wo hiwti her epij one 
hit this five 'days. ^ > - 

Clowx. Sho’ll niuncli llio iijuv*‘ iu ft oorBi??! 
that's the puritan’s hist, 

Lod. Ifay, do hut jndjjo of lu'V, iity I'^’da, hy 
one thing ; w’hereos most of our choiJMfi f^o to ef>^* 
fession but onco a month, Homo (.wli’.n u ipiarter? 
and some but once a yt^iWf ami iUiit< ifjnoi 
straint too, she ucvor missos tw’hiw a noirh, 

Jas. *Ti8 wonderful I 

Jov. ’Tia a sign fihe kc‘«iw all wtili ftt , 
they are even 

With the whole world, that ho keep toMfik 
heaven. 

Lop. if ay, I told ye, ye jnhowld ^tal U0 
of Francisco. 

Clown, And I reiuoinlwir I told 
you sbould find m Ahi^mh of m¥ l^wly^ 

Lod. Not no Loreti>w of }|>ys4f J 

a melaiusboj^ftnbbemielW# . Me iw ^ 
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much, and see "what comes on’t ! I give my'Trife 
her will, and see what comes on’t too 

CLOWiT. Xay, sir, there is two come on’t, an’ a 
man couhl discover ’em. 

Lod. Two what, I prythee 1 

Clown. It may be two babies, sir: for they 
come commonly with gmng a woman her wilL 

Lod. Pd laugh at that, i’ faith, boy. But who 
has she now for her confessor 1 

Clow. She looks for one, they call him father 
Antony, sir ; and he's wished ^ to her by Madonna 
Xussuriosa. 

SnUr Dorothea axd Fraxcisco. 

Lod. There’s another modest soul too, never 
without a holy man at her elbow! But here 
comes one outweighs them all ^Vlijs how now, 
chick, weeping so fast? This is the fault of most 
of our ladies ; painting — ^weeping for their sins I 
should say, spous their faces. 

Fran. SAveet madam. 

Lod, Look, look, look ! loAung soul, he weeps for 
company ! 

Olowx. And I shall laugh outright by and by. 

Dor. 0 that good man I 

Lod. "Wh}', bii-d? 

Jas. Be patient, lady. 

Dor, B'buid he go to heaven without his zealous 
pupil? 

Clown. It may be he knew not your mind, 
forsooth. 

^ Dor. He knew my mind w;ell enough. 

Clown. Why then, it may be, he knew you 
could not hold out for the journey. Pray, do not 
set us allij-crying. [Weeps, 


^ [Recommended.] 
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Lod. Piytliee, sweet birds-iiie, be content. 

Dok. Yes, 3 ’es, content ! when you two leave my 
company i 

K6 one comes near me ; so that were it not 
For modest simple Francis here 

Clown. As modest as a giVcat at midnight. 

Dor. That sometimes reads 
Virtuous books to me ; ivcre it not for him, 

I might go look content.^ But *tis no matter, 
Nobody cares for me. 

Lod. Nay, prythee, DolL Fray, gentlemen, 
comfort her. [ IVeeps, 

Clown. Now is the devil writing an encomium 
upon cunning cuckohl-makera 

Fran. You have been harsh to her of late, I 
fear, sir. 

Lod. By this hand, I turned not from her all 
lost night. What slioukl a man do 1 

Jas. Come, this is but a sweet obedient shower, 
To bedew the lamented grave of her old father. 

Clown. He thinks the deviFs deatl too.® 

Dor. But ’tis no matter; were I such a one 
As the Count Lorenzo's lady, were I bo graceless 
To make you weai’ a ptiir of wicked horns, 

You would make more reckoning of me 

Lod. Weep again? Sho’H cry out her eyes, 
jrentlemen. 

Clown. No, I warrant yon : remember the two 
lines your honour read last night — 

A woman*8 eye, 

Aprils dust, m sooner uret but dry, 

^ [I might go in search of it] 

* [A prorerbial expreesion, bj which the Clown iFonicaliy 
suggests that the world is going to be good at last] 
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Lod. G-ood pigs-nie 1 Frank, prythee, ■walk her 
t'other turn i* th’ garden, and get her a Btomach to 
her supper. AVe’ll be with ye presently, wench. 

Dor. Nay, when ye please ; but why should* I 
go from ye 1 

Lod. Loving soull Prythee, Frank, take her 
a'Nvay. 

Dor. Pray, let me kiss ye first. Come, Francis, 
Nobody cares for us. 

\Ai the dco)' FrAJsCIS Mests her. Exeunt 

Lod. AVoll, there goes a couple : where shall a 
man match you, indeed? Hark, Pambo ) 

Jas. Did you observe t 

Jov. They kissed I 

Jas. Peace. 

Lod. And entreat Madomia Lussuriosa to sup 
with us : as you go, tell her my lady’s never well 
but ill her company. 

Clown. What, if your honour invited the Count 
Lorenzo ? he’ll be so melancholy, now his lady and 
he are parted, 

Lod. Pray do as you are bid, kind sir, and let 
him alone : I’ll have no cuckold sup in my house 
to-night. 

Clown. ’Tis a very hot evening ; your honour 
■w'ill sup in the garden then. 

Lod. Yes, many, will I, sir; what’s that to 
you? 

Clown. Why, your honour was ever as good as 
your word. Keep the cuckolds out of door, and 
lay a cloth for my lord in the arbour, gentlemen. 

\Eodt. 

Lod. 1 have been this three months about a 
project. 

Jov. AVhat is’t, my lord? 

Lod. Why, I intend to compose a pamphlet of 
all my wife’s virtues, put -them in. print, and dedi- 



THE CITY KIGHTOAP. 143 

cate them to the duke, as orthodozal directions 
against he marries. 

Jas. 'Twill give him apt instructions, when he 
does many, to pick out such a woman. 

Lod. Pick her ! where will he pick her ? as the 
English proverb says, II e 'niay a« soon find a medh 
%ii a, bottle of hay. Would I knew what sins she 
has committed, I would set them down all one 
with another ; they would serve as foils to her 
virtues : but 1 do think she has none : d’ye think 
she has any, gentlemen ? 

Jov. 0, none, sii*, but has some. 

Lod. Ay, piddling one-j, it may be; as when a 
pin pricks her finger to cry at sight on’t, and 
tluw’t away; but tor other matters 

jAa, Now I think on't, sir, I have a device 
newly begotten that, if you be so desirous to be 
resolved of her perfections, 'twill be an apt means 
for your intelligence. 

Lod, That will be excellent; and then my 
book, grounded upon mine own experience, the 
report of my judgment in the choice of a woman, 
will soli them off faster than the compositor can 
set the letters together. 

Jx\S. will discovuse it as we go : meantime, 
sir, 

Let tliis 2 ^ro 2 >are the 2 ^^tli to your construction, 
Conceit and confidence are jugglers born ; 

One grafts in air, t'other hides the real horn. 

Lod. Well, he that believes he has horns, has 
horns ; and Ci^tde quod habeSf et /uibes, shall be my 
motto. [ExmiU 


Enter Pandulpho and SPINOSO. 

Spin. The powers of Venice upon our con- 
fines] 
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Pan. Ye^ ! Signor PMlippo, it seems, having 
possess’d him ^ 

With the passages that pass’d upon his sister, 
Embassadors were despatch’d to Bergamo, 

Where then his forces lay ; who thus return’d, 
Tliat he came not a public foe unto Verona, 

But to require justice against Count Lorenzo, 

To approve his sister innocent, 

SPI^. Wliat witness, 

Pi’oof, or apparent circumstance builds he 
Ilis bold attemj)t upon ^ 

PA^. He says, besides 
The honour of Philippo, he has proof 
So unrcoistible to affirm the plot 
Of Count Lorenzo, that he only crav’d 
(Hostages being render’d for their safe returns) 
Here in the senate-chamber the fair trial 
Might publicly be censur’d. And by this 
They are at hand. 


Enter at one door DUKE OF VcNTOE, PhiLIPPO, ami 
LoeD& ; at the others DuKE of VerONA, JaS- 
PRO, JoVANI; Lorenzo gnaideil A har 
out. The IbT Slave. 

Ver, Fair sir, the presence is leveU’d for your 
grievances. 

Yen. First summon to the bar the Count 
Lorenzo. 

Pan. Lorenzo Medico, stand to the bar. 

Lor. 1 do stand to the bar. 

Yen. I come not here, witness the good man’s 
comfort, 


1 That is, acqiijwted, or iaformed him. [See note at ?ol. 

U.,p.«a.i '• 
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To add one step unto my territories ; and though' 
I burden 

The neighbour-bosom of my confines with 
The weight of armour, or do wound your breast 
(My dukedom’s near next neighbour) with the 
hoofs 

Of war-apparel?d horses, 'tas not to seek 
For martial honours, but for civil justice. 

Conceive mine honour wounded : a sister’s shame 
Is an unpleasant spot upon our arms ; 

Yet that we come not here to sanctify 
A sister’s sin ; for if she be so prov’d, 

Shame sleep mthiii her epitaph, and brand her ; 
Let bear*) and wolves that angel’s face confound, 
Gives goodness such a foul, unfriendly wound : 

But if she chaste be prov’d. what balm can cure 
A wounded name ? As he tliat not inflicts 
The bitter stroke of law upon the strumpet 
Fattens the sad afllictious of a thousand ; 

So who but stains an honest woman’s name 
Plagues are yet kept for him : steel is no defence 
For the unclean tongue injures innocence. 

I affirm my sister wrong’d, wrong’d by this man — 
This, that has wrong’d pure judgment and thrown 
poison 

Upon the face of truth; and upon him 
I seek a satisfaction. 

Lob. I reply, 

The law must give you saGsfaction, 

That justly did divorce us : I appeal 
To the whole consilLadory, if equal law 
In her progression went a step astray, 

Either by proof or information. 

Let the duke speak (not as he is my kinsman) 

If I produc’d not legally in court, 

Besides mine own assertion, which even reason 
Grounded on probability, two of.my servants^ 

VOL. XIIL K 
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That upon oath affirm’d they saw your sister" 
Even in the very act of sin and shame 
With that Phihppo there. Blame me not then, 
sir, 

If I return an error to your cause. 

Eeason, the base whereon we build the laws 
You injure in this action, gives her the lie. 

Who dares not build his faith upon his eye ? 

They swore what they did see ; and men still fear 
(Eeason concludes) what they not see, to swear. 
Ver. You hear my kinsman’s answer! 

Pan. And *tis requisite 
That you produce your author : it is held 
Here madness on a hill of sand to build. 

Peil- The foundation-work is mine, 

And that I answer : he builds on truth, 

The good man’s mistress, an<I not in the sanctuary 
Of this injur'd brother’s power, but the integrity 
And glory of the cause. 1 throw the pawn 
Of my afflicted honour, and on that 
I openly affirm your absent lady 
Chastity’s well-knit abstract ; snow in the fall, 
Purely refin’d by the bleak northern blast, 

Not freer from a soil ; the thoughts of infants 
But little neai'er heaven : and if these princes 
Please to permit, before their guilty thoughts 
Injure another hour upon the lady, 
hly right-drawn sword shall prove it. 

Loe. Upon my knee, sir, 

(How my soul dances >) humbly I entreat 
Your grant to his request : fight with Philippo 
V th’ midst of flame or pestilence ; in a cave, 
AVhere basilisks do -breed. 

Ver. We must take counsel : 

The price of blood is precious. 

Lob. Blood desires burthen : 

The price of triith is precious. For all the fights 
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I have fougKt for you ou land : th.e feats ^ at sea^ 
Where I have tugg’d vrith tempests, stood storms 
at midnight, 

Oat-star’d the daring lightning, and the next 
morning 

Chas’d the unruly stubborn Turk with thunder ; 
For all the bullets I have bravely shot, 

And sent death singing to the slaughter, sir 

Ver. Peace ! 

Lor. Wliat should a soldier do with peace 1 re- 
member 

Mine honour lies a-bleeding, and in mine yours ; 
Her wide wound inward bleeds ; and while you 
cry peace, 

Shame wars upon my name. 0, rather kill me, 
Than cast me to this scandal ! 

Spin. The doubtful cause, 

With such a dare approv’d, you may permit it. 
Ver, Your request is granted, coz. 

Lor. You have now, sir, breath’d 
Fresh air in the face of fainting honour, 
li^iers of fair equality, 

Ven. 2 Look with what cunning 
The spider, when she would snare the fly, doth weave 
Witli neater art appeaiimce [toj deceive. 

Stay ! — as you said, sir, blood is a precious price : 
Let me but see the men produc’d who swore 
They saw them in the sh^eful act, and then 
Farewell a sister and her honour. 

Pan. Produce your serv’^ants, sir, 

[Venice sends of a Lord. 
Lor. Plague of this change ! here’s one of 
them ; the t’other, 

P Old copy, /«ar«.] 

^ The Bpeech followiag has hitherto very mistakenly been 
assigned to Verona. The sense, eyen without compariaou 
with the 0I4 copy, ^ows the error. — Collier* 
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In that 1 threatenM him for some neglect, 

The next day ran away. 

Ven. Did you, sir, swear 
You saw our sister and this gentleman 
In this hase act of sin ) 

Lor. Fear nothing. 

1st Slave. To deny truth 
Is more dangerous than to displease a duke. 

I saw it. and did swear it. 

Enter Lord, mid 2d Slave. 

Ven. But here comes one 
Will swear you saw it not, and are forsworn. 

1st Slave. 'Sfoot, Stratzo I 

Spin. This is tlie other fellow took his oath. 

Vee. What come you here to say, sir? 

2d Slave, That we swore falsely, may it please 
your grace j 

Hir’d by my lord with gifts and promises : 

And as I now have spoke the truth, so Heaven 
Forgive my former perjury 3 
Ver. Hear you, cousin? 

1st Slave, Would you would say something: 
I have nettles in my breeches. 

Lor. Now, now, I hope, your eyes are open, 
lords ; 

The bed of snakes is broke, the trick’s come onti 
And here’s the knot i’ th’ rush. Good Heaven, 
good Heaven ! 

That craft, in seeking to put on disguise, 

Should so discover herself! 

Ver. Explain yourself 3 

Lor. Now see, sir, where this scorpion lurks, to 
sting 

Mine honour unto death. This noble duke 
By nature is engaged to defend, a sister ; 
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And to this duke so engaged this malicious lord — 
For sin still hates her scourger — ^makes repair, 
And prepossesses him with suppos’d innocence 
Of an injur’d sister, which he had hir’d this slave 
To follow him and affirm, and lays the cause 
To sciuple and to conscience : they did consent 
To steal belief by seeming accident. 

Sin, juggler-like, casta sin before our eyes : 

Craft sometimes steals the ^vender of the wise. 
*\Vith an equal hand now weigh me, and if I 
want 

A grain of honour, tear me from your blood, 

And cast me to contempt. 

IST Slave My lord would have made an ex- 
cellent state-sophister. [Aside. 

Veil In what a strange dilemma judgment sits. 
Charm’d to her chair mth wonder I 
Ven. Shall I have justice) 

Pan. Yes, in that this fellow swears for the 
duke: 

Beach him the hook ; you shall see him again 
Take the former oath. 

Ver, This doubt must he so ended : 

If it give not satisfaction, send back our hostage ; 
You have fair regress to your forces : hut 
The blood remains on you ; and still remember, 
The price of blood is predons. 

Phil. Let us end it. 

Ven. O, what a combat honour holdB TUdth “con- 
science ! - 

Beach him the hook j and if thou 'false 
May thine own tongue thine own foul headi^Bfettr. 

1st Slave. Amen, say I : 

Give me the book. My oath must end all,.«%I 
Spin. It must. 

Lob. How you shall hear him swear 
He saw them, both in ijie base act. 
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1st Slave. Nay, I swear 
They are now both seen in the base act. 

Omnes. How's this J 
Pan. 'Tis a strange oath. 

IST Slave. 'Tis true, though. 

Lor. True, villam I are both now seen in tbe 
base act ? 

Isr Slave. Yes, both. 

Lor. Which both ? 

1st Slave. You and I, sir, 

OiiNES. How? 

1st Slave. Loth yon and I are seen in the base 
act, 

Slandering spotless honour, an act so base 
The barbarous Moor would blush at. 

Phil. D'ye hear him now ? 

Lor, Out, slave I wilt thou give ground too ? 
fear works upon 'em : 

Did you not both here swear i' th' senate-cliaiiiber, 
You saw them both dishonest? 

1st Slave. Then we swore true, sir. 

Lor. I told you 'twas but fear. 

Ver. Swore ye true then, sir, when ye swore 
Ye both saw them dishonest ? 

1st Slave. Yea, marry, did we, sir ; 

Por we were both two villains when we saw them, 
So we saw them dishonest. 

iifeami, (ftmr svt equaf i* 

1st Slave. This is a jealous lord, his lady 
chaste. 

A rock of crystal not more clear, this gentleman 
Basely abus’d ; this great prince dishonour’d , 

And so we kneel for mercy. 

Vee. You have redeem’d it ; 

Depart, prove honest men. That I should bear 
Dishonour in my blood ! 

Omees. Much-injur’d lady 1 
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Ven. Wliat justice, sir, belongs unto the injur’^ ? 
Ver. First, witness Heaven, I tear thee from 
my blood, 

And cast thee off a stranger. Assume you, sir, 
Since the great cau«>e is yours, my seat of justice. 
And sentence this foul homicide : it must be. 

And suddenly ; he will infect the air else. 

Proceed, great sir, with rigour, whilst I stand by, 
And do adore the sentence. 

Ven. Answer, Lorenzo, 

Art thou not guilty ? 

Lor. Give me my merit — death. 

Princes ran build and ruin with one breath. 

Ven. The cause may seem to merit death, in 
that 

Two souls were hazarded, a princess* fame, 

A duke dishonour’d, and a noble lord 
Wounded in reputation ; but since she lives, 

And that no blood was spilt (though something 
dearer) 

hlercy thus far stretches her silver wings 
Over your trespass. We do banish you 
Both from our dukedom*^ limits and your own : 

If you but set a daring foot upon them, 

Whilst life lends you ability to stand, 

You fall into the pit of death, unless 

You shall find out our most unfortunate sister, 

And brings her to our court. 

Lor. You, sir, are merciful ! 

Ver. This let me add, 

In that you have had ^ impartial justice, sir,, 
Phnees should punish vice in their own blood : 
Until you find that excellent injur’d lady, 

T^on this gentleman, who hath suffer’d for you, 
*We confer your lauds, revenues, and your place : 


* [Old copy, made.} 
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That, during three days* stay ■within onr confines, 
It shall be death to any that relieves you, 

But, as they do a beggar at their door, 

So cast you from their presence.^ 

Lor. Your dooms are just 1 
0 love, thy first destruction is distrust I 

{Exmnt Lorenzo,* Jaspro. and Jovani. 
Ver. For you, tair sir, until we shall hear tid- 
ings 

Of your most-injur’d sister, please you to call 
My court your own — conceive it so — where live. 
Two partners in one passion we will be. 

And sweeten sorrow with a sympathy. [Exeunt 


Enter LODOVICO like a friar, Jaspko, and JoVANL 

Lod. llTiat, am I fitted, gallants i am I fitted ?- 
Jas. To th’ life, able to cheat suspicion ; and 
so like 

Father Antony the confessor, that I protest 
There’s not more semblance in a pair of eggs. 

Jov. An apple cut in half is not so like. 

Lod. Well, lords,’ you’re mad lords to counsel 
me to this. But now, in this habit, shall I know 
the very core of her heart and her little piddling 
sins, which will show in my book as foils to her 
^iaut-bodied virtues. 

Jas. That will be admirable 1 
Jov. We’ll step aade: by this Bhe*s upon 
coming^ 

Jas. AVe shall know all. 

Lod. Reveal, confession I but go your ways : as 


^ [Old copy. So cast him fnm our presence J 
^ The 4° reads, Exeunt Zord, &c., but Lorenzo is meant.— 
CoUUr. 

* [Old copy, of lords.'] 
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much as may lawfully be revealed^ well laugh at 
at next meeting. 

Jas. Come, let’s be gone. But once upon a 
time, sir, 

A beggar found a larVs nest ; and, o’eijoy’d 
At his sudden glut, for he thought ’twas full of 
young ones, 

LooMng, Qiey were all gone : he was forc’d agmn 
to beg, 

Bor he found in the krk s nest a seipent’s egg. 

So much good d’ye, sir. [Exeunt 

Enter BohotHEA. 

Lod. Well, thou surpassest all the courtiers in ‘ 
these pretty ones, if a man had the wit to under- 
stand them. Yonder die comes: I can hardly 
forbear blushing, but that for discovering myself. 
Eight reverend habit, I honour thee 
With a son’s obedience, and do but borrow thee, 
As men would play with flies who, i’ th’ midst 
Of modest mirth, with care preserve themselves, 
Dok. Hail, holy father ! 

Lod. Welcome, my cliaste daughter ! 

Lor, Death having taken good father Jacomo, 
Upon the plenal and approv’d report 
OfWour integrity and upright dealin g 
Lod. Delicate Doll I [Aside.] 

Dob. I have made a modest choice of you, grave 
sir. 

To be my ghostly father : and to you I fall 
Por absolution. 

Lod. Empty then, my daughter, 

That vessel of your flesh of aU the dregs 
Which, since your last confession clear’d yon, have 
Taken a settled habitation in you ; 

And with a powerful sweet aclmawledgment 
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Hunt ofit those spiiite which haunt that house 
of flesh. 

Tears make dry branches flourish green and fresh. 

Dor. Since last I confessed, then I do confess 
My first sin was, that my tailor bringing home 
My last new gown, having made the sleeves too. 
flantiiig, 

In an unchristian passion 1 did bid 
The devil take him. 

Lod. That was something harsh, dear daughter, 
Yet tlie more pardonable, for it may be your tailor 
Lies in hell night by night. Pray, to your second. 
Dor. Kext, in a more savage rage, my chamber- 
maid 

Patting a little saffron in her starch,^ 

I most unmercifully broke her head. 

Lod. ’Twas rashly done too. But are you sure, 
dear daughter, 

The maid’s head was not broke before ? 

Dor, No, no, sir ; she came to me with ne’er a 
crack about her. 

Lod. These will be brave sins to mix ■with her 
virtues ! IVhy, they will make no more show than 
three or four bailiffs amongst a company of honest 
men. [AsiV/c,] These sins, my dove-like daughter, 
are out of contradiction venial, trivial, and light. 
Have yon none of greater growth ? 

Dor. 0 yes, sir, one ! 

Lod. One ! What should that he, I wonder ^ 
Dor. One yet remains behind 
Of weight and consequence. The same order 
Heralds prescribe in shows, I now observe 
In placing of my sins ; as there inferiors 
Fare ’fore the persons of great note,^ so last, 


1 See note on AlbnmaEar,” [xi. 328.] 
\ Ae., Qo before. OU copy, 
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Because the last lives freshest in our memories,^ 
^ly great sin comes to obliterate those pass'd. 

Lod. Sh* has trod some chicken to death, I 
warrant her. \Aside,'\ 

Dor. Hear me, and let a blush make you look 
red. 

Unseemly I have abus’d my husband’s bed. 

Lod. You did ill to drink too hard ere you 
went to bed. 

Dor.' Alas, sir ! you nii^^take me : I have lain 
Witli another man besides my husband. 

Lod. How? 

Don. Xay, the same way I use to lie with him, 
But not altogether so often. 

Lod. Why then, Credequodhahes, et hales, I will 
believe I have hoins, for I have ’em. ’Sfoot, a 
woman, I perceive, is a neat herald; she can 
quarter horhusband’s coat with anotlier's® arms at 
pleasure. But I have a penance for your pure 
whore&hip. [Af<ide.'\ You are somewhat broad : 
are you not with cliud, daughter ? 

Don, Yes, yes ; sure, 'twas that night’s work. 
Lod. How know you tiiat ? 

Dor. Alps ! by experience, sir. The kind fool 
my husband 

Wishes all ell ; but, like a light piece of gold. 
He’s taken for moie than he weighs. 

Lod. With child ! there’s charges too ! o’ £h’ 
other side, there should follow 
A zealous exhortation : but great affairs 
'That brook no stay moke me be brief, rememb’ring 
Lawful necessity may dispense with ceremony. 

You are ingenuously sorry ? 


^ [In the former edits, this line precedes the one befoie 
it, to the prejudice of the sense.] 

* [Old copy, (u/cAer's ] 
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But I here discover 

Btrange actions closely carried in th is house. 

Great jterbona (but not good) here nightly revel 
In surfeits and in riots, yet so ca/ried, 

That the next day the place appears a sanctuary 
Bather than sin’s foul receptacle. These "ways 
Have to me still been strangers ; hut, Lorenzo, 
Thou couldst not, though, believe it. 0 jealousy 1 
[0] love’s eclipao ! Thou art^ in thy disease, 

A wild mad patient, wondrous hard to please. 

Enter Tdu*ANU and MonBO. 

Mok. Yonder she walks, mmnblmg to herself. 
The Prince Antonio has blessed her witlVs observa* 
tioE j and ye -win her but to him, your house 
bears the bell aw'ay. Accent her quaintly. 

TOL I warrant thee, Morbo; Madonna Tisa- 
pania has effected wonders of more weight than a 
tuiddenhead, Have I ruined so many city-citadels 
to let in court-inartialists, and shall this country- 
cottage hold out 1 I were more fit for a cart than 
a coach then, i’ faith. How now, Millicent, how 
d ye this morning 1 

Acs. 1 do Uiank so good a landlady. 

Tin. But Iiark you, hClL Is the door close, 
hlorbo 1 

MoPv. As a usurer’s conscience. Grace waa 
coming in, till she saw the door shut upon her. 

Tisi. rll set Grace about her business, and I 
come to her. Is here any work for Grace, witli a 
wamon to hetli g]jall have eavesdroppers, 
shall we 1 


^ ThU expresiion occurs m*‘Pericl«s, Priuce of Tyre," 
act u. Bc. * *' 

“ Look hw thou sUrreat omt ; 

• C'^meaway, rufetoUtlieowltlfaipciW^. ' 
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Abs. Chastity guard me ! how' I tremble. 

Tim. Come hither, Slistress Iklillicent. Fie, how 
you let your hair hang about your ears too ! How 
do you like my house, Mill? 

Abs. Well indeed, well. 

Tlm. Nay, I know a woman may rise here in 
one month, and she will herself. But truth’s 
truth : I know j’ou see something, as they say, 
and so forth. Did you see the gallant was here 
last till twelve ? 

Abs. Which of them mean you ? Here was 
many. 

Tim. Whitli ? he in the white feather, that 
supped in the gallery : was’t not white, Slorbo 1 

Mob. As a lady’s hand, by these five fingers. 

Tim. White ? No, no, ’twas a tawny, now I 
remember. 

Mon. As a gip^y, by this hand : it looked white 
by candle-light, though. 

Tim. That lusty springal,* Milliceiit, is no worse 
man 

Than the Duke of jVIihm*s son. 

Abs. His excellent carnage spoke him of noble 
birth. 

Tim. And this same duke’s son loves you, Mil- 
licent. 


Agaiu, iu Beu JoubohV “ DeMl w aii Abs” — 

** Ao4 a cuckold is, 

Where'er he put bis taeMl vith a vanmon, 

If bis bonis be forth, the deTil’s companion i " " 

[And in a thousand other places.] 

^ Spriitffal (adoleeeene), a youth. — Skinner. So in Spenser's 
“Faery Queene,” bk. v. c. x. e. 6 — 

“ Amongst the rest which in that space befel, 

There uune t«o ipri^ofi of full tender yeers." 

And in “ Wily Beguiled,” 1608 : “ Pray ye, maid, bid hitu 
welcome, and make much o£ him, fur by uiy ray, he’s a 
good proper sprwffold'* 
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Aus. Now Heaven defend me 1 

Tim. AVha^ from a duke’s son? marry, come up 
with a murrain, from whence came you, trow, ha? 

Mor. Thus nice Grace was at first, and you 
itiinemher. 

Tim. I would have ye know, housewife, I coUld 
have taken my coach, and fetched him one of the 
best pieces, in Milan, and her husband should have 
looked after me, that*s neighbours, might have 
noted, and cried, FareweUf naunt^ commend, me to 
mwe uncle, 

Mor. And yet from these perfumed fortunes 
JJaavaa? deStud 7013 i 

Abs. Perfumed, indeed. 

Mob. Perfumed I I am a pander, a rogue, that 
hangs together like a beggar’s rags, by geometry, if 
there Avore not three Mies swore yesterday that 
my mistress perfumed the coach I so they were fain 
to unbrace all the side-parts, to take in fresh air. 

Tim. He tells you true; I keep no common 
company, I Avarrant ye. We vent no breathed 
Avare here, 

Abs. But have ye so many several Avomen to 
answer so many men that come ? 

Mor. ril answer tliafc by demonstration. Have 
ye not observed the variation of % cloud ? some- 
times it will he like a lion, sometimes like a horse, 
sometimes a castle, and yet still a cloud. 

Abs. True. 

Mob. Why, so can we make one wench one 
day look like a country wench, another day like a 
citizen’s Avife, another day like a lacly, and yet still 
be a punk. 

Abs. What shall become of me ? 0 , the curse 
Of goodness, to leave one woe for ti, worse I 


* lue.f ^unt, a pbniBe already explained] 
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^3»#er Philippo. 

Phil. Morrow, sweet madam. 

0, look how, like the sun behind a cloud, 

The heam« do gi^ e intelligence it is there ! 

TiiL You're reciprocal welcome, sir. 

Phil. IVhat, have j-e not brought this j'onng 
wild haggard ^ to the lure vet 1 

Tdl Faith, sir. she*s a little irregular j’et: but 
time, that turns citizens* caps into court-periwigs, 
will bring the wonder about 
Phil. Bless you, sweet mistress I 

Enter AXXOXIO and SLAVE. 

Mon, ‘Sfoot 1 here’s the prince ; I smell thunder. 
Teh. Your grace is most methodically welcome. 
You must pardon my variety ot* plu‘a!>e : the ‘‘our- 
tiers e’en cloy u*a with good words. 

Ant, What’s he 1 

Mor. a gentleman of Ferraro, sir; one Ptvho 
Sebastiano, 

Ant. Au< 1 <lo ye set her out to sale 1 I charged 
ye reserve for me alone. 

Tim. Indeed, sir 

Ant. Pox of your deeds I [ATtafes /wr. 

Tim. 0 my sciatica ! 

Ant. Sirrah, you perfumed rascal I 
[Kicks Philippo. 

Tim. Nay, good my lord, 

Mor. Good sir, ’tis one of the duke’s chaoibSr. 

. Phil. Let him be of the devil’s chamber. 


* ** A haggard goehawke ** is one that ia wild and hard to 
reclaim, idee Latham's ** Book of Fanlconry," 1()33. 

And Massinger's “ Haid of Honour,” act ii, sc, 2 — 

" A proud ArtiWtf'd* 

And not to reclaim’d i " 
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A>rr, SirraK, leave tlie liouse, or I ■will send tliee 
out with thunder. 

^ Slave, Good sir, ^tis madness here to stsaid 
hitn. 

Phil. 'Sfoot, lacked \ Pray that we meet- no 
wore again, sir *. still keep heaven about you.* 

thon art, a good man etiU go 

„ y®'i bestow a cast of your pro- 

fessions 1 

Mou. We are vanished, sir. 

Tim. Tliis ’tis to dream of rotten glasses, 
Morbo. 

Ans. 0, nhat shall become of mo ? In his eye 
murder and lust contenil 
Akt. Nay, dy not> yon sweet, 
lam not angry with you : mdc^, I am not. 

Uo yon know me) 

Abs. Yes, sir, repoii hath riven intelligence 
You are the prince, the dnke’b son. 

Ant. Both in one. 

Abs. lleport, aure, 

Spoke^ but her native language : von are none of 
either. * 

Ant. How) 

prince, you would not, sure, 

To your blood's passion. I do crave your pardon 
: truth hath a forehead 

And m the tow’r of her integrity 

vB^in. Can you imagine 
wui appear possible you are the prince ) 


old makea hi* Exit, which i» not marked in the 

to him ' drcumstenoBB, ianotvery creditable 
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^Vlly, ■when yon set your foot first in this house, 
You crush’d ohedient duty unto death, 

And even then fell from you your respect. 

Honour is like a goodly old house, which 
If we repair not still \Yith virtue’s hand, 

Like a citadel being madly rais’d on sand, 

It falls, is swallow’d, and not found [again]. 

Ant. If 3 'ou r4ail upon the place, prythee, 

How cam’st thou liither ? 

Ly troadierous intelligence. Honest men 
so 

111 the way ignorant, through thieves’ purlieus go. 
^\re 3 'Ou [the] sou to such a noble father 1 

t ^nd would you] send him to’s grave then, 
like a white almond-tree, full of glad days, 

With, joy that he begot so good a son. 

0 sir, inethinks I see sweet majesty 

iSit -Nvitli a mourning sad face full of sorrows, 

To see you in this place. This is a cave 
Of scorpions and of drt^ons. 0, turn back : 
Toads here .engender ; ’tis the steam of deatli : 
Tlie vciy air poisons a good man’s breatli. 

Ant. Within there 1 

Siiter TdiPANIA a«d MoKDO. 
lion. Sir. 

Ant. Is my carocli at door 1 
Ttoi. And your horses too, sir, ie found her 
pliant I 

Ant. Y' are rotten hospitals hung with greasy 
satin I 
Tim, Ah I 

Mob. Came this nice piece from Naples, witli a 
pox to her ? 

Tim. And she has not Neapolitanised him. I’ll 
he flea’d for’t. [Exeunt Bawd and Pander. 
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Ant. Let me ‘borrow goodness from thy Kp. 
Farewell 

Here’s a new wonder : I have met heaven in hell 

[I/xeunt. 

^nier Tenice, Teroka, Lodovico, Paxdulpho, 
Jaapro. 

Ver. Is this your chaste, religious lady 3 
Lod. 2?’ay. good my lord, let it be carried with 
a silent reputation, for the credit of the conclusion. 
As all here are privy to the passage, I do desire 
not to be laughed at till after the masque, and we 
are all re«ady. I have made bold with some of 
your grace’s gentlemen, that are good dancers. 
Vci;. ’Tis one of my greatest wonders, credit 
me. 

To think w'hat wav she will devise here openly 
To perform her so strict penance. 

YEN. It busies me, IjcUeve mo, too. 

Jas. Ye may '>ee now, sir, how possible it is for 
a cunning lady to make an ass of a lord too con- 
fident. 

Lod. An ass 1 I will prove a contented cuckold 
the wisest man in’s company. 

Ver. How prove you that, sir? 

Lod. Becau&e he knows himself, 

Ver. Very well brought in. 

Is all our furniture fit^ against the morning, 

To go for Milan ? 

Jas. Ready, and like your grace, 

ViiR. We are given to understand, the injur’d 
princess, 

Whom Count Lorenzo and noble Philippo 
Are, unknown to one another, gone in search of, 
Hath been seen there disguis’d. Strict inquisition 
From the duke himself shall, ere many days, 

Give our hopes satisfaction. 
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Eiltei* Dorothea, Ladies, Francisco, Clown. 

Jas. The ladies, sir. Francisco keeps before, 
sir, 

And Pambo keeps all well l>elund. 

Lod. Yes, tliere’s devout lechery between hawk 
and buzzard. But, please ye, set the ladies : tbo 
masque attends j’our grace. [Kj'U. 

Vdr. Como, ladies, sit. Madonna Dorotliea, 
Y’our ingenious lord hath suddenly prepar’d us 
For a conceited masque, and himself, it seems, 
Plays the presenter. 

Dor. Xow, fie upon this vanity ! 

A profime masque 1 Chastit}' keep u<, ladies. 

VilX. AVliat, from a masque ? Al’liercou grounds, 
your widi 1 

Don. Marry, my lord, upon cxj)erionce. 

I heard of one once brought his wile to a masque 
As chaste as a cold night ; but, ijoor unfortunate 
fellow, 

He lost her in the throng; and she, poor soul, 
Came home so crush’d next morning ! 

Yen. 'Las, that was ill : 

But women will be lu&t against their will. 

Ver. Silence, tlie raa&quers enter. 

Enter LoDOVico, Clown, and Masquers : a stagy 
a rim, a hnUy and a, goat, 

Clo>vn. Look to me, master. 

Lod. Do not shake : they'll think th’ art out. A 
masque ^ 

Clown. A masque, or no masque ; no masque 
but a by-clap; 

And yet a masque yclep'd A City KiglUcap. 


' Lodorico stands by, az}d prompts the Clown aa he 
the prolngnflB.— OoHier. 
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Lot). And couve'-~~ 

Clown. And conveniently for to keep off scorns.' 

Consideintely tlie cap is hed^d with horns. 

Lon. We insinuate. 

Clown. Speak a little louder. 

Lod. M g insinuate. 

Clown. We insinuate, hy this' staff and ram so 
pretty, - * 

^ Lol ^Cuckold!*^^’ country, camp, and city. 

Clown.^ Cuckold, my lord? 

T.on. Tis the first -word of your next line. 

Clowv. 0 Cuckold begins with C. And ih't 
not sport } ® 

Tlw C begins with conntry, camp, md court ; 

tutheroalholmoflgaiyoUurpDct, 

1 lat_ one may wear this nightcap, and not know 

skall they make ench an 
+n BOB , .^>'?'*'S™co. can awoman endnre 

house \ ^ hnehand wear horns in's own 

S “ i'st- 

thenon,swcfthird.^*^'’ 

! masque’s name : but first, 

Tliose ^ ^ Verona, 

brought themTn C I protest, sir; I 

cities in the^ ^cause here are bome ot other 


room, that might snuff pepper else.* 

m affronted. To tahsptpptr 

*jr irritited • ao ? T ^ ®***t plirose for bBiDR affronted 
1680, p. iq\ “xi”! “^®weB out of Purgatory," 

«ra^ ®«n«r iV ***Ming him name the Bakei*, ioofo 
cardinttla^^[,g^ » ^ itarting up, threw off hU 
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Ven. You liare fairly fca*en fcliat fear off; pray, 
proceed. 

Lod. Your kindest mfeii— 

CiiOVN. Your kindest men most cuckolds are, 
0 pity ! 

And where have women most their willl i'th*^ 
city 1 

Seek ® for a Jiiglifccap, go to cuckolds' luck ; 

Wiio thrives like him who hath the daintiest dude 
To deck his stall 1 nay, at the time of rapping. 
When you may take the watch at comers napping ; 
Take it, forsooth — it is a wondrous hap, 

If you find master constable without Ins cap : 

So a city nightcap, for whilst he doth roam 
And fights abroad, liis wife commits at home. 

Yen. a Verona constable. 

Clown. A constable of Verona; we will nob 
meddle with your city of Venice, sir. 

Therefore 'tis fit the city, wise men say, 

Should have a cap called Cornucopia. 

Lod.* To con^ 

Clown. To conclude our cap, and stretch it on 
the tenter, 

*Tis known a city is the whole land’s centre : 

So that a city nightcap ours we call 
By a conclusion philosophical. 

Heavy bodies tend to th’ centre, so (the more the 

pity) 

The heaviest heads do butt upon the city i . 

And to our dance this title doth redound, 

A Hty nightcap, alias, cnckoldi round. 

Don. Cuckolds' round ! and my sweet bird leads 
the dance 1 

Veb. Be patient, madam, 'tis hut honest mirth : 
From good construction pleasure finds full birth. 

[Hancf, 


^ [Old copy, oh.'l 


[Old copy, 
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Veh. Jjispro, fill Bome “wme. 

Jas. ’Tis here, sir. 

Ver. Count Lodovico I 
Lod. Sir. 

Vkr. I’ll instantly give yon a. fair occasion to 
produce 

The performance of her i)enance. 

Loh. I’ll catch occasion hy the loclc,^ sir. 

Ver. Here, a health to all; it shall fro round. 

Lod. *Tis a general health, and leads the rest 
into the field. 

Clown. Your honour hreaVa jests as serving- 
men do glasses — by chance. 

Yer. As I was drinking, I was thinking, trust 
me, 

How fortunate onr kind host was to meet with 
So chaste a wife. Troth, tell me, good Count 
Lodowick, 

Admit Heaven had her— - 
Lod. 0 good your grace, do not wound me — 
Admit Heaven had her I 'las, what should Heaven 
do with herl 

Ver. Your love makes you thus passionate ; 
hut admit so : 

Faith, what wife would you clioosc ? 

Lod. "Were 1 to chouse then, as I would I were, 
so this were at Japan, 

I would wish, my lord, a wife so like my lady, 
That oiico a week she should go to confession ; 
And to perform the penance she should run, 

Hay, should do nought but dream on’t, till ’twere 
done. 

Jas. a delicate memento to put her in mind of 
her penance. [A^de,] 

Lor. How you talk of dreams, sweetheart, Til 


^ [Ab we should eoy, hy (he firdods.'l 
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tell ye a, very unhappy one : I iras a-dreamed last 
night of Francis there. 

Lod. Of Fn-ink ? 

Doii. Nay, I have done with him. 

Lod. Now your gi'ace shall see the devil out- 
done. 

Ver. Pray, let us hear your dream. 

Dor. Bless me ! I am e'en ashamed to tell it : 
hut *tis no matter, chick, 

A dream is a dream, and this it was. 

Methought, sweet Im&hand, Francis lay with me. 

Lod. The best friend still at home, Fi*aiicibcOr 
Could the devil, sir, perform a penance nciiter, 

And save his credit better ? On, chick ; a dream 
is but a dream. 

Dor. Methought I prov’d with child, sweet-* 
heait. 

Lod. Ay, bird ? 

Fran, tox of these dreams ! 

Dok. Methought 1 was brought to bed 5 and 
one day sitting 

V th* gallery, where yournmsquing-suits and vizards 
bang, 

Ha^dng the child, methought, upon my knee, 

Wlio should come thither, as to [>lay at foils, 

But thou, sweetheart, and Francis ? 

Lod. Frank and 1 1 Does your grace mark 
that? 

Veb. I do, and wonder at her neat conveyance 
ou*t. 

Doe. Ye had not pla/d three veney8,i but me- 
thought 


1 t.a, Saja Mr Sttfevens (note to **3Ien7 Wires of Wiiid- 
ect i. ac. 1), *• three rtnuetf Fp. three differesi aet-toy 
bouUf a technical term.*’ Sever^ inalaDces are there pro* 
duoed) to vhich may be added the following 
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Ver. Jaspro, fill some wine. 

Jas. Tis here, sir. 

Ver. Count Lodovico ! 

Lod. Sir. 

Ver. 1*11 instantly ^ve you a fair occasion to 
produce 

T3]e perfomanco of her penance. 

Lod. 1*11 catch occasion hy the lock ^ sir. 

Ver. Here, a health to all ; it shall go round. 

Lod. *Tis a general health, and leads the rest 
into the field. 

Clown. Your honour breaks jests as serving- 
men do glasses — by chance. 

Ver, As I was diinking, I was thinking, trust 
me, 

How fortunate our kind host was to meet with 
So chaste a wife. Troth, tell me, good Count 
Lodowick, 

Admit Heaven had her 

Lod. 0 good your grace, do not wound me — 
Admit Heaven had her I *las, what should Heaven 
do witli her 1 

Ver, Your love makes you thus passionate; 
hut admit so : 

Faith, wliat wife would you choose 1 

Lod. Were 1 to choose then, as I would I were, 
so this were at Japan, 

I would wish, my lord, a wife so like my lady, 
That once a week she should go to confession ; 
And to perform the jwnance she should run, 

Nay, should do nought but dream on*t, till *twere 
done. 

Jas. a delicate memento to put her in mind of 
her penance. \Aside!\ 

Dor. Now you talk of dreams, sweetheart, Til 


^ [As we ehould sa^f, J>y tlu fortXock."\ 



THE cnr xraHTCAP. 169 

tell ye a very unhappy one : I was a'dreamed last 
night of Francis there. 

Lod. Of Frank! 

Pon. Nay, I have done with him. 

Lod. Now j’oiir grace shall see the devil ont- 
done. 

Ver, Pray, let us hear your dream. 

Dor. Bless me ! I am e*en asham’d to tell it : 
hut ’tis no matter, chick, 

A dream is a dream, and thi^ it was. 

Methought, sweet husband, Francis lay with me, 

Lod. The best friend still .at home, Francisco, 
Could the devil, sir, perform a penance neater, 
And save his credit better 1 On, chick ; a dream 
is but a dream. 

Dor. Methought I prov’d with child, sweet- 
heart. 

Lod. Ay, bird ? 

Fran. Pox of these dreams t 

Dor. Methought 1 was brought to bed ; and 
one day sitting 

I* th’ gallery, where yourmasquing-suits and vizards 
hang, 

Having the child, methought, upon my knee, 

"Who should come thither, as to play at foils, 

But thou, sweetheart, and Francis 1 

Lod. Frank and 1 1 Does your grace mark 
that! 

Ver. I do, and wonder at her neat conveyance 
on’t. 

Dob. Ye had not play'd three veneys,i but me- 
thougbt 


1 i.e., Says Mr Stdevens (note to ** Merry Wives of Wind- 
sor,” act i. sc. 1), “three tenuet, Fr, three different set-to*ei 
bouts, a technical term.” Several instances are there pro- 
duced, to which may be added the following : — 
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He hit thee such a blow upon the forehead, 

It swell’d so, that thou couldst not see. 

Loi). See, see ! 

Don. At which the child cried, so that I could 
not still it j 

'Whereat, methought, I pray’d thee to put on 
The hat thou wor’^ but now before the duke, 
tiiinking thereby 

To still the child ; hut, being frighted with't, 

He cried the more. 

Lod. He ! Frank, thou gett^st boys. 

Fran. In dreams, it seems, sir. 

Dor. Whereat I cried, methought, pointing to 
thee — 

Away, thou naughty man, you are not this child’s 
father ! 

Lod, Meaning the child Francisco got. 

Dob. The same : and then 1 wak’d and kiss’d 
thee. 

Omnes. a pretty meny dream ! 


Ben Jonson's *' l^-ery Man m bis Humour,*’ act i. ac. 5 — 
"Mat 1>ut One sir 

Vou. F'eiuM / lie, H most gro&ft denoiuiaatioa as crer I heard, ’ 

The Old Law,” by Massinger, &c., act iit. bc. 2 — 

" To gire yoar perfum'd worship /Hree venue/ 

A sound eld man putb his thiuS( better hvine 
IhM a spac’d 70 Qias mmi." 

Greece’s “ Historie of Fryer Bacon and Fryer Bungay,” 
Sig. G 4, edit. 1G30— 

** Why Btond’st thou, Serliby, doubt'^t thou of thy life," 

A venej/,mdal faireUorgarekemTebbo much." 

Fennor's ** Compter’s Commonwealth,’* 1617, p. 21 : 
Thus are my young noview strucke to the heart at the 
first venny, and dares come no more forfeare of as durp a 
repulse.” 
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Enter' J aspbo. 

Jas. Your servant tells me, 

Count Lodowick, that one Father Antony, 

A holy man, stays without to speak with you. 

Lod. With me or my lady ] 

Jas. Nay, with you, and about earnest business, 
Lod. I'll go send up, and he shall interpret my 
lady’s dream. Hist, Jaspro. \ExmnU 

Dor. Why, husband ! my lord ! 

Fran. Didst mark? He must interpret.^ 
Clown. I smell wormwood and vinegar. [Atide, 
Yen. She changes colour. 

Dor, He will not, sure, reveal confession ! 

Ver. We’ll rise, and to our lodgings : I think 
your highness 

Keeps better hours in Venice ? 

Yen, As all do, sir : 

We many times make modest mirth a necessity 
To produce ladies’ dreams, 

Iban. How they shoot at us I Would I were 
in Alilan ! 

These passages fry me. 

Enter Jaspro and LODOVICO.3 

Jas. Here’s strange ju^liixg come to light, 

Yer. Ha, juggling I 

Jas. This fnar hath confess’d unto Count Lodo- 
wick, 

That this lady here, being absolv’d, confess’d 
This morning to him here, in her own house, 

Her man Francisco here had lain with her. 


^ [Old oopy reads,] / mutt inierprd. Francisco seems to 
allude to Ludovico's last words. — Pegge, 

* Lodovico is disguised like a friar, as is evident from the 
rest of the Bcene.>-Colh'er. 
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At -which her lord runs up and down the garden 
Like one distracted, crying, Ware hornsy ho / 

Dor. Ai't mad 1 Deny it yet ; I am undone 
else. 

.Clown. Father Tony ! 

Lod. I confess it, I deny it — ay, anything. I do 
everything ; I do nothing. 

Ver. The friar’s fallen frantic ; and being mad, 
Depraves a lady of so chaste a breast, 

A bad thought never bred there. 

Dor. ’Tis ny' misfortune still to suffer, sir. 

Lod. Did you not see one slip out of a cloak-bag 
i* th’ fashion of a flitch of bacon, and run under the 
table amongst the hogs I 

Vex. He’s mad, he’s mad. 

Clown. Ay, ay, a tithe-pig: ’twas overlaid 
last night, and he speaks nonsense all the day 
after— 

Dor, Shall I, sir, sufter this —in mine own house 
too 1 

Clown, I’d scratch out his eyes first. 

Ver, Since, lady, you and your man Francisco 
Are the two injur’d persons, here disrobe 
This irregular son of his religious mother. 

Expose him to th’ apparent blush of shame, 

And tear those holy weeds off. 

Fran. How you, my frantic brother, 

Had you uot heen heU^ your hneatb ^ 

Dor. And ye keep counsel, sir, no better, 

We’!! ease you of your orders. 

Clown. Nay, let me have a hand in’t : I’ll tear 
the coat witli more zeal than a puritan would tear 
a surplice. 

Fran. See what ’tis to accuse when you’re 
mad. 

Dor. 1 confess again to you now, sir, this man 
did lie with me. 
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Clown. And I 'brought him to her chamber, 
too : but come, turn out here. 

Duke. AVho*s this ? 

Omnes. *Tis Count Lodowiclc. 

Lod, How dreams, sweet wife, do fall out 
true ! 

Clown. I was a-dream*d, now I remember, I 
was whipped through Verona. 

Lod. I was 3 ’our confessor : 

Did not I enjoin j'our chaste nice ladj’ship 
A dainty penance ? 

Jas. And she performed it 
As daintily, sir, we’ll be .sworn for that. 

Dor. 0 good sir, I crave your pardon I 
Lod. And what say you, Francis ? 

Fran. You have run best, sir : vain *tis to 
feudj 

Craft sots forth swift, but still fails in the end. 
Lod. You brought him to her ciiamber, Pambo. 
Clown. Good wy lord, I was merely inveigled 
to’t. 

Lod. I have nothing to do with ye ; I take no 
notice of ye ; I have played my part off to th^ life, 
and 3 'our grace promised to perform youi’S. 

Veu. And publicly we will still raise their 
fame : 

AVho e’er knew private sin ’scape public shame I 
You, sir, that do appear a gentleman. 

Yet are within slave to dishonest passions, 

You shall through Verona ride upon an ass 
IVith your face towards his back-part, and in 
Your hand his tail ’stead of a bridle. 

Clown. Snails ! upon an ass 1 an’t ’ad been upon 
a horse, it had been worthy, gramercy, 

Ver. Peace, sirrah : 

After that, you shall be branded in the forehead, 
And after banish’d. Away with him i 
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Vran, Lust is still 

Like a midnight meal : after our violent drinkings, 
Tis swallow'd greedily ; but, the course being kept, 
We are sicker when we walce than ere we slept. 

l^LOWN, He muat he branded I if the whore- 
Tuaster be burnt, what shall become of the procurer! 
Ver. You, madam, in that you have cosen'd 
sanctity, 

To piomisc her the vows you never paid, 

Y on shall unto the monastery of matrons, 

And spend your days recluMve : for we conceive it 
Her greatest plague, who her days in lust hatli 
pars'd 

And soil’d, against * her will to he kept chaste. 
Dor. Your doom is just: no sentence can be 
given 

Too hard for her plays fast and looae® with Heaven. 
Loh, I will buss thee, and bid fair weather after 

thee. Bnt for you. sirrah 

Clown. 2^ay. sir, ’tia but a'erh quod hnUsy ct 
hahti, at most 3 believe I have a halter, and I have 
one. 


^ [Old copy, w agnin9t.'l 

~ **P<ut and looser saye Sir John Hawkins (not© to 
Antony and Cleopatia/’ act iT.sc. 10), "ia a tei xn to pignify 
n cheating game, of which the following ia a description. A 
leathern belt is made npintoanumberof intricate folds, and 
l^laced edgewise upon a table. One of the folds is made to 
repreaeut the middle of the girdle, bo that whoever should 
tin list a skewer into it would think be held it fast to the 
tabic : whereas, when he has to done, the person with whom 
he plays may take hold of both ends and dmw it away. The 
trick is now known to the common people by the name of 
pricking at the belt or girdle.*' llie Gipsies, so early as the 
1 eign of Queen Elizabeth, were great adepts in these practicea 
See Scot's “Biscoverieof witchc3Bft,''1584,p.B36: wherein 
the 29th chapter is described the manner of playing at 
loose with Imndkerchiefs, Ac. 
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Ver. You, sirrah, we are possess’d, were their 
pander. 

Clown. I brought but flesh to flesh, sir, and 
your grace does as much when you bring your 
meat to your mouth. 

Ver. Yon, sirrah, at a cart’s tail shall be whipped 
through the city. • 

Clown. There’s my di’eam out already ! but, 
biiice there is no remedy but tliat whipping-cjheer 
must close up my stomach, I would request a note 
from your gKicc to the caiman, to entreat him to 
drive apace ; I sliall never endure it else. 

Ver. I hope, Count Lodowick, we have satisfied 
ye. 

Lod. To th’ fullj and I think the cuckold 
catoh’d the cuckold-makei's. 

Veb. ’Twas a neat penance ; but, 0 the art of 
woman in the perfoimauce ! 

Lod. Ps^haw, sir, *tis nothing ; had she been in 
her grau’am’s place — 

Had not the devil first begun the sin, 

And cheated her, she would have cheated him. 

Ver. Let all to rest : and, noble sir, i’ th’ morii> 

V ith a small private train we are for Milan. 

Vice for a time may shine, and virtue sigh ; 

Lut truth, like heaven’s sun, plainly dorii reveal, 
And scourge or crown, what darkness did conceal. 

ACT V, 

Eidtr Antonio. amZ a Slave, ent in tlt£ 
<fther*9 luthU 

Slave. But faith, sir, what’s your device in 
fhisl 

This change insinuates some project. 
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Ain* Shall I tell thee ? 

Thou art my slave ; 1 took thee (then a Turk) 

In the fight thou knov’st we made before Palermo : 
Thou art not in stiicter bondage unto me 
Than I am unto CupitL 

Slave. O. then 3'oa are going, air, 

To your old rendezvous ; there are brave rogues 
there : 

But the duke observes you narrowly, and sets spies 
To watch if you step tlias way. 

Ai^T. IVhy therefore, man, 

Thus many times I hare chang'd habits with thee, 
To cheat suapirion : and prejudicate Xature 
(Mistress of inclmations). sure, intended 
To knit thee up so like me for this purpose ; 

Tor th’ hast been taken in my habit for me. 
SL.iVi:. Vesj and have had many a French 
cringe. 

As I have walk'd i* th* park ; and, for fear of dis- 
covery, 

I have crown’d it onlj" with a nod. 

Enter a LonD. 

Ant. Th’ art a mad villain. 

But, sirrah. I am wondrously taken 
'With a su eet face I saw yonder ; thou know’st 
where. 

Slave. At Yenus College, the court bawdy- 
house. 

Ant. But this maid, howsoever she came there, 
Is acquainted so with Heaven, that when I thought 
To have quench’d my ii^tuc blood, and to have 
pluck’d 

The fruit a king would leap at : even then 
She beat me with such brave thunder off, as if 
Heaven had lent her the artilleiyof angels. 
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Slave. She ■^7as coy then ? 

Ant. Coy, man ! she was honest — left coyness 
to court ladies : , 

She spake the language of the saints, methought. 
Holy spectators sat on sUver clouds, 

And clapp’d their white wings at her well-plac’d 
words. 

She piecemeal pull’d the frame of my intentions, 
And so join’d it again, that all the tempest 
Of blood can never move it 
Slave. Some rare phoenix I what’s her name ? 
Ant. ’Tis ilillicenta, and wondrous aptly, 

For she is mistress of a hundred thousand holy 
heavenly thoughts. 

Chastely I love her now, and she must loiow it : 
Such wondrous wealth is virtue, it makes the 
woman 

AVears it about her worthy of a king, 

Since kin^s can be but virtuous : farewell, 

A crown is but the care of deceiv’d life ; 

He’s king of men is crown’d with such a wife, > 
\Exit Antonio, md Hie Lord afur hiin. 
Slate. Are your thoughts levell’d at that white, 
then ? ^ 


1 To hicU at, or to hU the vhite, weie pbraaos taken fiom 
arcbery, and often need by our ancient writers. The whits 
was the mark at wbicb archers practised when they learned to 
shoot. So in Massinger's ^'Emperor of the East/’ octir. sc. 3— > 
** The immortolitj of my fame it the uhitt I shoot at;” 
in Beaumont and Fletchei’s ^^Pour [Plays in One” (Dyce's 
edit.}, ii. 612] — 

“And let year thonKhts flee higher ; nlm them right, 

Sir, you may hit, you hare tMfairat white;" 

in Lyly’s “Eupbuea and his England/’ 1532 — “Vertue 
the white we shoot at, not vonitie” (p. 11.) Again, ‘^He 
glaunced from the marke Eupbues shot at, and hit at lost th» 
white which Pbilautus set up” (p. 13). 

VOL. ZZIL He 
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This shall to th’ duke your dad, sir. Qe can never 
talk with me,i 

But lie twits me still with, / took iliee at that fight 
We math hefore Palet'aio / I did command 
Men as he did there, Turks and valiant men : 

And though to wind myself up for his ruin, 

That J may fall and crush him, I apjiear 
To renounce Mahomet, and seem a Christian, 

Tis but conveniently to stab this Christian, 

Or any way confound him, and ’scape cleanly. 

Ere - one expects the deed : to hasten it, 

This letter came even now. which likewise certifies 
He waits me three leagues off, with a horse for fliglifc 
Of a Turki&h captain, commander of a galley. 

He keeps me as his slave, becauf^e indeed 
I playVt the devil at sea with him ; but having 
Tliua wrought myself into him. I intend 
To give him but this day to take his leave 
Of the whole world. He will come back by twi- 
light ; 

I’ll wait him with a pistol 0 sweet revenge I . 
Laugh, our great prophet, he shall understand, . 
"When we think death farthe-st off, he's nearest 
hand^ 

PMct Pniui’ro. 

Phil, You and I must meet no more, sir : there’s 
your kick again. [Kickb him. 

Agcain. *' An arober saye you, is to be knoweu by bia aime, 
not by bill ai i owe : but your aime is ao ill, that if you knew e 
howe fan e v\ ide/rora Hic wAifeyour abaft aticketh, you would 
hereafter lather breake your bowe then bend it.” — Ihid. 57, 
^ In this apeecb are to be found tlie outlines of the char- 
acter of Zanu^t so admirably drawn by Dr Young. The plot 
of tho Ru'tuuc is, however, aaid to have been taken from Sirs 
Behn’s play of ' * Abdelazar,” which was borrowed from. 
Lust's Doiniuion ; or. The Xioscivious Queen.'* 

* ^Old copy, 
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■ SlAYE/ Held, hold ! what mean you, sir ? ' 

Fhil. 1 have brought your kick back, sir 

\Shoot8 him. 

Slave. Hold, man, I am not [Falla. 

Phil. Tliou hast spoken true, thou art not 

What art thou ? 

But I am for Verona. [Exit. 

Slave. Mine own words catch me : 'tis 1 now 
understand, 

When wc think death farthest off, he*s neai'est 

hand. [Dies. 

Enter LoEENZO. 

Lor. SliQ lives not, sure, in Milan I report but 
wore 

Her usual luilnt when she told in Verona 
She juob Ahsicniia here. 0 Abstemia, 

How lovi'ly thou look’st now ! now thou appewest 
Chaster tlum is the morning's modesty, 

Tliat rise-j with n blush, over whose bosom 
The western wind creeps softly. How I remember • 
How, when she sat at table, her obedient eye 
Would dwell oil mine, as if it were not well. 
Unless it look’d where I look'd. 0, how proud 
Slio was, when she could cross herself to please me I 
But where now is this fair soul ? like a silver cloud, 
She luilli wept lioi>elf, I fear, into th’ dead sea, 
And will be found no more : this makes me mad, 
To rave and call on death ; but the slave shrinks,' 
And is as far to find as she. Abstemia, 

If thou not answer or appear to knowledge, 


1 So in Cymbeliiie,’* act v. sc. 3 — 

« 1 In mine own woe ebarm'd, 

Could not And dcncli. wbere 1 did hear him groan : 

Nflr feel him, wlicrc he stntek : being on uglj mooBter, 
'TIa atnmgu, he hides him in fVesh eupa, BOft beds, 
Sweet woi^a ; or hath more uiiDiatera cliaa we 
Tliut draw his knives i’ th' war." 



180 


THE Cmr NlGHTOAP. 


That here with &hame I sought thee in this wood, 
I’ll leave the blushing witness of my blood* [Sant. 

SnUr the DUKE OF JVIiLAN, Sebastiako, Sancheo, 
and ike Lord. 

illL. Followed you him thus far ? 

Lord. Just to this place, sir : 

The slave he loves left him^ here they parted. 
3kIiL. Certain, he has some private haunt this 
way. 

Seb. Ha ! private indeed, sir : 0, behold and see 
Where he lies full of wouudis ! 

Lords. My lord. 

Mil. My son Antonio I who hath done this 
deed ] 

Sa:n. My Lord Ajitonio J 
Mil. He's gone, he's gone J warm yeti bleeds 
fresh? and whilst 

We here hold passion, play, we but advantage 
The fljdng murderer. Bear his body gently 
Unto the lodge. O, what hand hath so hid 
That sunlike face behind a crimson cloud ! 

Use all means possible for life : but I fear 
Charity will arrive too late. To horse ! 

Disperse tlirough the wood : run. xide, make 
The sun in Milan is ecHps’d this day ! 

Omnes. To horse, and raise more pursuit f 

[Esseunt. 

Enter Lobenzo trttA hU sword drawn. 

Lor. Ab&temia ! 0, take her name, you winds, 
upon your wings, 

And through the wanton region of the air 
Softly convey it to her. There’s no aweot suffer- 
ance, 
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Wliicli t)rayely slie pass'd through, but is a thorn 
I^ow to my sides : my wiil the centre stood 
To all her chaste endeavours : all her actions, 
With a perfection perpendicular, 

Pointed upon ih She is lost ! 0 she, 

The well-built fort of virtue's victory I 

For still she conquer’d : since she is lost, then, 

My friendly sword, hnd thou my heart. 

With. Follow, follow ! 

Enitr Duke of Milan, Sanchio, and Sebastianc. 

Mil. This way. What’s he 1 lay hands on him. 
See. The murd’rer, on my life, my lord, here in 
the wood 

Was close beset ; he would have slain himself. 
Mil. Speak, villain, art thou the bloody 
murderer 1 
Lor, Of whom 1 

San. His dissembled ignorance speaks him the 
man. 

See, Of the duke’s son, the Prince Antonio, sir : 
'Twas your hand that kill'd him. 

Lor, Your lordship lies; it was my sword. 

Mil, Out, slave ! 

Bavens shall feed upon thee ; speak, what cause 
Hadst thou with one unhappy wound to cloud 
That star of Milan ? 

Lor. Because he was an erring star, 

Not fix^d nor regular. I will resolve nothing ; 

I did it, do not repent it; and were it 
To do again, I'd do’t. 

OhneSj Bloodthirsty villain i 
Mil. Lead ^ him to swift destruction, tortures^ 
and death. 


1 [Ltr Collier's cor.rs6tion4 Old copy, 
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0 my Antonio ! hov did thy youth stray, 

To meet wild winter in the nmist of May! 

Lor 0 my Abstemia ! who cast thy fate so bad, 
To clip 1 affliction, like a husband clad 1 


Enter Antonio and Absthmia. 

Abs. Good sir, the pnnce makes known his 
wisdom, 

To make you speaker in his cause. 

Aut. Me * know, mistress, 

I hare felt love's passions equal with himself, 

And can discourse of lore's cause : had you seen 
him 

"When ha sent me to ye, how truly he did look ; 

And when your name dipp’d through his trembling 
Ups, 

A lover’s lovely paleness straight possess’d him. 

Abs. Fie, fie 1 

Ant. Go, says he, to that something more than 
woman — 

j^d. he look’d as if by something he meant saint ; 

Tell her I saw heaven’s army in her eyes. 

And that from her chaste heart such excellent 
goodness 

Came, like full rivers flowing, tliat there wants 
nothing 

But her soft yielding will to make her wife 

Y^to the Prince Antonio. 0, will you fly 

A fortune, which great ladies would pursue 

Upon their knees witii prayers ? 

Abs. No, Lorenzo, 

Had law to this new love made no denial : 

A chaste wife’s truth shines through the greatest 
trial. 
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Enter Moebo. 

MoR. How now, what make you i* th’ wood 
here? 

Where's my old lady? 

Abs. I know not. 

MoB- All the country's in an uproar yonder: 
the Prince Antonio’s slain. 

Ambo. How I 

Mor. Nay, no man caix tell how; but the 
murd’rer with’s sword in’s hand is taken. 

Ant. Is he of Milan 1 

Mon. No, of Verona: I heard his name, and I 
have forgot it. 

Ant. I am all wonder ; *tis the slave, sure I 
Mon. Lor— Lor — ^Lorenzo. 

Ads. Ha, Lorenzo I What, I pray ? 

Mor. Lorenzo Me — Medico has run him in the 
eye, some thirty-three inches, two barleycorns : 
they could scarce know him for the blood, but by 
his apparel. I must find out my lady ; he used 
our house; intelligence has been given of his 
pilgrimage thither. 1 am afraid 1 shall be singed 
to death with torches, and my lady stewed between 
two dishes. 

Ant. Why hath tliis thus amazed you, mistress 1 
Abs. 0, leave me, leave me : I am all distraction ; 
Struck to the soul with sorrow. 

Etdtr Milan, Lords, Lorenzo guarded. 

Ant. See where they come 1 
My father full of tears, too. Pll stand by : 
Strange changes must have strange discovery. 
Abs. ’Tis he : heart, how thou leap’st ! 0 
deluded, 

And full of false rash, judgment i .why do ye lead 
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Innocence like a sacrifice to slacghfei? 

Get garlands rather ; let |>alm and laurel round ^ 
Tiiofcb temples, where such wedlock-tnith is found. 
Loe. Ha! 

OiiXES. "Wedlock f 

Abs. 0 Lorenzo ! thou hast suffered bravely, 
And wondrous far : look on me, here I come, 
IIurrie<l by conscience to confess the deed. 

Thy innocent blood will be too great a burthen 
Upon the judges aOuL 
Lor. Abstemia! 

Abs. Look, look, 

How' he w'ill blind ye I by and by, he'll tell ye 
We saw not one another manj' a daj" ; 

In love’s cause ive dare make our lives away. 

He would redeem mine : ^tis ny husband, sir j 
Dearly we love together; but I, being often 
By the dead ijrince. your f^on, solicited 
To wrong my husband's bed, and still resisting, 
AMiere you found him dead he met me, and the 
place 

Presenting opportunity, he would there 
Have forc’d me to his will ; but prizing honesty 
Far above profifei'd honour, with mj knife, 

In my resistance, most unfortunately 
I stiuck ]jim in the eye. He foil, w'as found, 

The pursuit iais’d, and ere 1 could get home 
My husband met me ; I confess’d all to him. 

He, excellent in love as the sea-inhabitant, 

Of w horn *tis writ that, when the flattering hook 
Has struck his female, he will help her off, 
Although he desperately put on himself, 

But if he fail, and see her leave his eye, 

He swims to land, will languish, and there die — 
Such is his love to me; for, pursu'd closely, 


^ [t'.f., SuTTOuncI, crowo*! 
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He bid mo save myself, and lie wotdd stay 
'With his drawn sword there about the place, on 
purpose 

To requite my loyalty, though with his death. 
Feax forc’d my acceptance then ; but conscience 
Hath brought me back to preserve innocence* 

See. The circumstances produce probability. 
Lok. By truth herself she slanders truth : she 
and 1 

Have not met these many mouths. 0 my 
Abstemia ! 

Thou wouldst be now too excellent. 

Ant. These aie stiange turns. 

Mil, Let not love strangle justice. Speali : on 
thy soul, 

AVas it her hand that slew the prince ^ 

Lor. Not, on my life ; 

'Txs I have deserv'd deatk 
Abs. Love makes him desperate; 

Conscience is my accuser. 0 Lorenzo I 

\The Duke and Lords 
Lit e thou, and feed on my remembrance : 

AVheii thou shalt think how ardently I love thee. 
Drop but a pair of tears firom thos® fair eyes, 
Thou ofifer’st truth a wealthy sacri^ce. 

Lor. Did ye hear, sir ^ 

Mil. No, what said site ? 

Lor. She ask’d me, why I would cast myself 
away thus, 

AVhon she in love devis'd this trick to save me. 
San. There maybe juggling, sir, iu this ; it may 
he 

They have both hands i' th* deed, &ud one in love 
AVould suffer for’t. 

Enter a Lord. 

Mil. What news J 
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Lord. The Duhes of Venice and Verona, 

AVith some small train of gentlemen, are privately 
This hour come to the court. 

Mil. Bear them to prison, 

Until we have g^ven such entertainment sorrow 
AVill give us leave to show : until tliat time, 

The satisfaction of my lost son’s life 
Must hover ’twixt a husband and a wife. 

[Exeunt. Manet AntoNIO. 
Ant. How strangely chance to-day runs ! the 
slave kill’d 

In my apparel, and this fellow taken for’t, 

AVhom to my knowledge I never saw. She loves 
him 

Past all expression dearly. I have a trick, 

In that so infinitely dear she loves him, 

Has seal’d her mine already; and I’ll put 
This wondrous love of woman to such a nonplus, 
Time hath produc’d none stranger. I will set 
Honour and Love to fight for life and death. 
Beauty (as castles built of cards) witb a breath 
Is levell’d aud laid flat. 


Enter PhilIPPO, pvUing on a disguise^ lays down 
a pistol. 

Phil. Misery of ignorance ! 

It was the Prince Antonio I have slain. 

Ant. Ha ! the clue of all this error is unravell’d, 
This is the valiant gentleman so threaten'd me : 
He met the slave, doubtless, in my habit, 

And seal’d upon him bis mistaken spleen. 

If it be so, there hangs some strange intent 
In those accuse themselves for't. 

Phil. It seems some other had laid the plot to 
kill him. 

This paper 1 found with him speaks as much, 
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And, sent to the intended murderer* 

Happen’d (it seems) to Ids hands. It concurs ; 
For they say, there is one taken for the fact, 

And will do me the courtesy to he hang’d for 
me. 

There’s comfort yet in that. So, sO : I am fitted ; 
And'^vill set forward. 

[Aktonio iul‘es np the pistol . 

Ant. Goose, there’s a fox in your way. 

Phil. Betrayed ! 

Ant. Come, I have another business afoot : I 
have no time to discover ’em now% sir. See, I can 
enforce you ; hut hy this haucb, gO hut with 
and keep j our own counsel. Oanlen-lionscs^ ai-e 
not truer hawds to cuckold-nialdng, than 1 W'lll he 
to thee and thy .strata«cin. 

PniL. Th’ art a mad knave : art serious) 

Ant. As a u-surer when ho’s telling interest- 
money. 

Phil, Whate’or thon art, thy hluntness begets 
belief. Go on, I trust thee. 

Ant. But 1 have more wit than to trust you be- 
hind me, sir; pray, get you before. I have a 
friend shall keep yon in custody till I have passed' 
a project ; and if yon can keep yc«ir own counsel, 
1 will not injure you. And tliis for your comfort — • 
the prince lives. 

Phil. Living ] Thou mak’st my blood 
But prythee, let’s be honest one to another, 

Ant, 0 sir, as the justices’ clerk and the con- 
stable, when they share the crowns that drunkards 
pay to the poor. Pray, keep fair distance, and 
take no great strides. [Exeunt. 

1 See note to " The Misenea of Enforced Sfarrioge” [lx. 
538 .] 
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Enter LoB£N20 and AbstbmiA, astn prUon, 

Lor. Can then Abstemia forgive Lorenzo 'I 
Ars. Yes, if Lorenzo can but love Abstemia, 
She can hang thus upon his neck, and call 
This prison true love’s palace. 

Lor. O, let kings 

Forget their crowns that know what *tis to enjoy 
The wondrous wealth of one so good. Now 
Thou art lovely as young ^ spring, and comely 
As is the well-spread cedar ; the fair fruit, 

Kiss’d by the sun so daily, that it wears 
The lovely blush of maidz, seems but to mock 
Thy soul’s integrity. Here let me fall, 

And with pleading sighs beg pardon. 

Enter Aktonio. 

Abs. Sir, it meets you, 

Juke a glad pilgrim, whose desiring eye 
Longs for the long-wish’d altar of his vow. 

But you are far too prodigal in praise, 

And crown me with the garlands of your merit. 
As we meet barks on riveis, tlie strong gale 
(Being best friends to us), our own sivift motion 
Makes us believe that t’other nimbler rows : 

Swift virtue thinks small goodness fastest goes. 
Lor. Sorrow hath bravely sweeten'd thee F 
Tyhat are you ? 

Ant. a displeasant black cloud 1 though I ap- 
pear dismal, 

I am wondrous fruitful. What cause soever 
Mov’d you to take this murder on yourself, 

Or you to strike yourself into the hazard 
For his redemption, ’tis to me a stranger I 
But I conceive you are both innocent. 


^ [Old copy, a pmng.'l 



THE CITY NIGHTCAP. 


189 


Lor. As neirbom virtue, I did accuse 
My innocence, to rid me of a life 
Look’d uglier than death upon an injury 
I had done this virtuous irife. 

Abs. And I accus’d 
My innocence, to save the helov’d life 
Of my most noble husband. 

Ant. Why, then, now ’twould grieve you 
Death should unkindly part ye. 

Lor. O, but that, sir, 

AVe have no sorrow. Now to part from her, 

Since Heaven hatli new-married and new-made us, 
I had rather leap into a den of lions, 

Snatch from a hmigiy bear her blooding prey : 

I would attempt desperate impossibilities 
With hope, rather than now to leave her. 

Ant. This makes for me. [Aside.'] 

Abs. And rather thou leave you, sir, I would 
eat 

Hot coals with Portia, or attempt a temr 
Nature would, snail-like, shrink her head in at, 
And tremble but to think on. 

Ant, Better and better, [Aaids.'] 

If you BO love him, what can you conceive 
The greatest kindness can express that love ? 

Abs. To save his life, since there is no hope, 
Seeing he so strongly has confess’d tho murder, 

We sliall meet tho happiness to die together. 

Ant. Fire casts the bravest heat in coldest wea- 
ther: 

I'll try how ardently you bum ; for know, 

Upon my faith, and as I am a gentleman, 

I have in the next room, and in the custody 
Of a true friend, the man that did the deed 
You stand accus'd for. 

Abs. Hark there, Lorenzo I 
Lor. Will you not let him, go, eir ? 
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Ant. That’s in suspense. But, mistires^ you 
did say, 

You durst eat coals "with Portia, to redeem 
The infinitely lov'd life of your husband. 

Aes. And still [do] strongly protest it 

Lor. O my Ahstemia 1 

Ant. You shall redeem him at an easier rate : 

I have the murderer, you see, in hold. 

Lor. And we are bless’d in your discovery of liim. 
AlNT. If you will give consent that I shall taste 
That sense-hereaviug pleasm^e so familiar 

Unto your liappy husband 

Abs, How ! 

Ant. Pray, hear me : 

Then I will give this fellow up to the law. 

If you deny, horses stand ready for us, 

A hark for tianspoitation; whei*e we will live. 

Till law by death hath sever'd ye. 

Loe. But we will call for present uitness. 

Akt, Look ye [S/iom t/te pistcH. 

Experienc’d narigators still are fitted 
For every eather. 'Ti'> almo'«t pubt call 
To reacli tlie nimblest car : yet but offer it, 

I part ye presently for ever. Consider it ; 

The enjoying him thou so entirely lov'st 
All thy life after j that when mirtLspent time 
Hath crown’d your heads with honour, you may sit 
And tell delightful stories of your loves ; 

And when ye come to that poor minute's 'scape 
Crowns my desire, ye may let that slip by. 

Like water that ne’er meets the’iuiller’s eye. 
Compare but this to th' soon-forgotten pleasure 
Of a pair of wealthy minutes. The thriftiest^ 
lapidary 

Knows tlie most curious jewel takes no harm 


^ Old copy reads tkirstieift. 
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For one day^s wearing. Could you, sir (did your 
eye 

Nor see it worn), your wife having lent your cloak 
(If secretly return’d and folded up) — 

Could you conceive, when you next look’d upon’t, 
It bad neatly furnish’d out a poor friend’s want 1 
Be chai'itable, and think on’f^ 

Lor. Dost bear, Abstemial 
0, shall we part for ever, when a price 
So poor might be our freedom ? 

Abs. Now, goodne&s guard 3 'el 
Whei*e leai'ii’t you, sir, this language 1 
Lor. Of true love. 

You did but now piofess that you would die 
To save my life ; and now, like a forward chapman, 
Catcli’d at thy word, tliou givest back, nsham’d 
To stand tbi<« easy proffer. 

Ab«, Could you live, 

And know youisolf a cuckold 1 
Ant. AVhat a question’s that I 
Many men cannot live without the knowledge. 
How can ye tell 

AVhether she sceins thus to respect your honour, 
But to staj' till the law has chok’d you 1 
It may be tlicu &lio will do't with less entreaty. 
Lou. Ay, there, thei*o ’tis. 

Abs. ’Tib your old fit of jealousy so judges, 

A foul devil talks within hum. 

Lor. O, the art, 

The wondrous ait of woman! ye would do it 
daintily ; 

You would juggle me to death ; you would per- 
suade me 

I should die nobly to preserve your honour ; 

That (dead) ignobly you might prove dishonour- 
able, 

Forget me in a day, and wed another. 
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Aes. T\’Iiy then Tvonld I have died for yout 
AjST. That was hut a proffer. 

That, dying, you might idolise her love ; 

^Twould have put her off the better. 

Loe. O, you have boilded 
A golden palace, &trew*d with p^m and roses, 

To let me bleed to death in ! How sweetly 
You would have lost me. Abstemia, you have 
leam’d 

The cunning fowler's art, who pleasantly 
Whistles the bird into the snare. Good Heaven ! 
How you had strew'd the enticing top o’ th* cup 
With Arabian spices/ But j'ou had laid z* th' 
bottom 

Ephesian aconite. You are love’s hypocrite ; 

A rotten stick, in the night & darkness bom, 

And a fair poppy in a field of com, 

Aes. 0 SIT ! liear me [KneeU 

Lor. Away i I -will no more 
Look pearl in mud. O .sly hypocrisy ! Burst p 
But now die for me ? Good Heaven I die for 
me 1 

The greatest act of pain, and dare not buy me 
With a poor minute's, pleasure ? 

Abs. Ko, sir, I dare not : there is little pain in 
death ; 

But a great death in %’ery little pleasure. 

I had rather, trust me, bear your death with 
honour, 

Than buy your life with baseness. As I am ex- 
pos'd 

To tfr greatest battery beauty ever fought, 

0, blame me not if I be covetous 
To come off with greatest honour. If I do this 
To let you live, I kill your name, and give 
My soul a wound ; I crush her from sweet grace, 
And change her angel’s to a fury's face. 
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Tiy me no more, then ; but, if you must bleed, 
boast, 

To preserve honour, life is nobly lost. 

Lon. Tiiou ^vealth worth more than kingdoms I 
I am now 

Confirm’d past all suspicion, tl)ou m*t far 
Sweeter in thy sincere truth, than a sacrifice 
Deck’d up for death with garlands. The Indian 
winds, ^ 

Tliat blow off from the coast, and cheer tlie sailor 
"With the sweet savour of their spices, ^\'ant 
The delight flows in thee. Look liere, look here, 
O man of -wild desires I IVe will die the in.ai-tyrs 
Of inaiTiage ; and, ’stead of the loose ditties 
'With which tliey stib sAreet modesty, and cn- 
geuder 

Desired in the liot-rooiu, thy noble story 

[2b AbstEMia.] 

Sliall, laiu-el-like, crown honest ears with glory. 
Akt. Murder, murder, murder I 


Micr the three DuKES, LOKDS. 


hliL. Ha I who cries murder ? 

Phil. As y’ are a gentleman, now be true to me, 
Ai 33. Sir ! 

Vex. Sister 1 

Ver. My shame ! ju-t thou there t 

Vex. 0 sister, can it he , -i. l j « 

A prince's blood should stain that white hand 1 


1 So Milton, in « Parodiae Lost," bk. iv. 1. 16B— 

" As wbeo to th«nx who Bad 
BejWid the Cope of IToih^ and now Biw M9t 
Moswnbiqao, at sea noi’th.east winds Wow 
Sahean ^ours from the sp!^ shore 
Of Araby the blest ; with suob delay . 

wen pleas'd they ilach their 

Cheered with twsratelui well rtdOoeuisinflea. 

VOL. XIII. 
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Aacbo. Hear us. 

Akt. Ko, no, no, hear me : ’tvas I cried mur- 
der; 

Because I hare found them both stain’d with the 
deed 

They would have throttled me. 

Lor. Hear : by all- 

Mil. Upon your lives, be silent. Speak on. 
sir : 

Had they both hands in our son’s blood ^ 

A^fT. Two han<U apiece, bir. 

I have •'ifteil it : they both have kill'd the prince ; 

Bat thi'5 is the chief murderer. Please you, give 
me audience ; 

Ye shall wonder at the manner how they kill il 
him. 

Mil. Silence ! 

A 2 rr Ho came first to this woman, and (truth's 
truth) 

He would have lain with her. 

Mil. Her own confession. 

Ant. ^ar, good j'onr grace. 

Mil. ATe are silent. 

Ani. Coming to «*eizc upon her, with the fiist 
blow 

She struck his base intent .^o biave a buffet, 

That there it bled to death. She said, his horse 

Would teach him better manners : there he died 
once. 

Ver. "What does this fellow talk ? 

Aes. I understand lum. 

Ant. He met her next i’ the wood, where he 
was found dead : 

Then he came noblier up to her, and told her 

Haniage was his intent ; but she as nobly 

(Belike, to let him know she was married) 

Told him, in an intelligible denial. 
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A chaste T^ife’s truth shin’d through the greatest 
trial ; . 

There the prince died again. 

Lod. There's twice ) beware the third time. 
Ant. The tliircl time, he came here to them 
both in prison, 

Brought a pistol with him, would have forc’d her 
again j 

But had ye seen how fairly then she slew him, 
You would have shot npphiuses from your eyes : 

0, she came up so hiuvely to that prince 
Hot potent Lust (for she slew no prince else), 
With finch a valiant discipline she destroy’d 
That dehosh’d ^ prince, lUd Desire ; and then, by 
him 

So bravely too fetch’d off, that (to conclude) 
Betwixt them they this wonder did contrive, 

Tliey kill’d the prince, but kept your soji alive. 

[piicwtn himself. 

Mil. Antonio I 
Omnes. The prince ! 

Yen. Come home, my sister, to my heart. 

Ver. And now Loi’cnzo is again my belov'd 
kinsman. 

Ant. 0 sir, here dwells virtue epitomis’d. 

Even to an abstract, and yet that so largo 
’Twill swell a book in folio. 

Lod. She swells beyond my wife then : 

A pocket-book, bound in dedmo sexto, 

Will hold her virtues, and ns much spare paper left 
As will fnmisli five tobacco-shops. _ ^ 

Mil. But here's the wonder; who is it was 
slain 

In your apparel ? 

Phil. I will give them all the slip. [Offers to •go. 


^ [Debftucbed.}, 
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Ant. Here’s a gentleman of Ferrara 

Phil. As you are noble—' 

Ant. That saw them fight : it was the slave 
was slain, sir, 

I took before Palermo : he that kill’d him, 

Took him but for a gentleman his equal ; 

And as this eye-mtness says, he in my apparel 
Did kick the t'otlier first. 

Phil. Nay, upon my life, sir, 

He in your apparel gave the first kick : I saw them 
fight. 

And I dare swear the t’other honest gentleman 
Little thought he had slain anything like the prince, 
For I heard him swear, but half an hour before, 
He never saw your grace. 

Mil. Then he kill’d him fairly 1 
Phil. Upon my life, my lord. 

Ven. T’other had but liis merit then : who dies 
And seekn his death, seldom weU others’ eyes. 

Ant. Let this persuade you; I believe you noble. 
I have kept my U'ord uith you. 

Phil, You have outdone me, sir, 

In this brave exercise of honour : but let me, 

In mine own person, thank you. 

Omnes. Philippol 

Phil. Unwittingly I (lid an ill — as’t happened, 
To a good end : that slave I for you kill’d 
‘Wanted but time to kill you : read that paper, 
Which I found with him, I thiiildng by accident 
You had intercepted it. We all have happily 
Been weU deceived ; you are noble, just, and true ; 
My hate was at your clothes, zny heart at you. 
Ver. An accident more strange hath seldom 
happen’d. 

IiOE. Philippo, my best friend, ’twixt shame and 
love, 

Here let me lay thee now for ever. 
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Abs. Heaven 

Hath now plan’d all our rough woes smooth and 
even. 

MtL. At court [a] large relation in apt form 
Shall tender pass’d proceedings ; but to distinguish. 
Excellent lady, your unparallel'd praises 
From those but seem, let this serve : bad women 
Are nature’s clouds, eclipsing her fair shine : 

The good, all-gracious, saint-like and divine. 

[ffa:eunt OmNHS. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Jasper ilAYHE was bom at Hatberley, in Devonshire, 
in the year 1604; and bein^sentio TV^ftstininster School, 
he continued there until the age of nineteen years, with- 
o\it obtaining a King's scliolarehip. At that time he 
met witli a patron in Dr Bryan Duppa ; by whose re- 
commendation, in 1023, he entered himself a servitor 
of Christ Church, Oxfonl, and commenced M.A. June 
18, 1631. lie afterwards took holy orders, and distin- 
guished liimseir in the pulpit by that rptaint manner of 
preaching which was then in vogue. His first prefer- 
ment was the vicarage of Ca.««aington, near Woodstock,^ 
to which was aflcrwunU added the living ol'Pyrton, near 
Watlington, both by the iircsentatiou of his eollege. 
These x^i'cferments lying at a small distance fi’om the 
univcr.'^ity, lie conliniicd to reside there, and was much 
admired for Ills wit and humour. In 1638 he completed 
a translation of Lucian’s Dialogues; ’ and in the next 


^ 8th of October 1638. Hymer’s “Peed.” sx. 317. — 
GUcIirist. 

^ It was not published till 1664, but the title-page 
expresses that it was "made English from the original ia 
the year 1638.” This fact also appears from the dedication 
to the Marquis of Newcastle, which is a masterpiece of solid 
reasoning and oritical aoumen, where the author mentions 
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year appeared his comedy of “ The City-Match." On 
the hreakuig out of ihe civil TV’ar, he* sided ivith the 
loyal party, to which he remained ever after firmly 
attached. He was appointed in 1642 one of the divines 
to preach heiore the king and Parliament, in that year 
X>roceedcd Eachelor of Divinity, and was created D.D. 
on June 7, 1G46. The decline ot the king’s affairs caused 
a very great alteration in those of our autlioi : he wav 
ejected Iroiti his student’s place in 1648, and soon aftci 
deprived of both his vicarages. In tlie luldst of the-e 
sufferings he still preserved a warm zeal for the old 
estahlishmcnt. In September 1652, he held a public 
disputation with a noted Anabax>tist preacher, In Wel- 
lington Church. He afterwards liad the good fortune 
to meet with a friend in the Eail of Devonshire, who 
received him into his family in the character of chaplain, 
and with that nobleman he resided until the Eestoratioii. 
On that event he returned back to his livings, was ap- 
pointed chuplain-in-ordinoiy to the king, promoted to 
a canon’s stall at Christ OJiurch, and raised to the dig- 
nity of Archdeacon of Chichester. 

Thus replaced in his favourite seat of the Muses, he 
continued to reside there during the rest of his life, 
happy in the lull enjoyment of his promotions. He 
died December G, 1672, and his corpse was interred 
in the aisle adjoining to the choir of Christ Church, 


that “ these pieces were translated for your private ente^ 
tainmeut above five-aud-tweety years aince.” He adds that 
he was theu only a student of Christ Church, and that he 
should have translated more ** if the late barbarous times 
had not broke my study.** In the course of this pre&ce 
(for the epistle is to be so considered) Hayne very severely 
laahes the republicans for their ignorance and presumptuouB- 
ness . — Cdlier (note altered). 
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M'hcre a monumezit ‘was erected to his memoiy at the 
charge of Dr Bobert South and Dr John Lamphir^ the 
executors of his will. 

Besides the translation of Lucian (before mentioned) 
and “The City-Match,**' he published several sermons 
and poems, ^ and “The Amorous “War a tragi-comedy. 
40, 1648. 

[“ The City-Match*’ is an excellent comedy of inta.'igue 
and counter-plot, wth many amusing and lively situa- 
tions, and frequent illustrations of manners. The chaiy 
acter of Dorcas, however, ia forced, and her sudden 
metamorphosis is wanting in probability.] 


' From the Prologue and Epilogue it appears that this 
play was acted by command of the king, both at ’White- 
hall aud at the Blaokfriars Theatre. — Collier, 

^ Among others ho luis a poem prefixed to Cartwright^s 
“Plays and Poems,** aud smother “JouBoniua Virbius,**— 
QilchHAt [The late Mr Bolton Oorney thought that to Mayno 
ought to be attributed the verses before the second folio of 
Shakespeare, signed J. M. S., quati Jasper Mayne, Student.] 




TO THE READER. 

The Author of this Poem, knowing how hardly 
the best things protect themselves horn censure, 
had no ambition to make it this way public, hold> 
ing works of this light nature to be things which 
need an apology for being written at all, nor es* 
teeming otherwise of them, whose abilities in this 
kind arc most passable, than of masquers who 
spangle and glitter for the time, but 'tis th[o]rongh 
tinsel. As it was merely out of obedience tnat he 
first wrote it, so when it was made, had it not been 
commanded from liizn, it had died upon the place 
where it took life. Himself being so averse from 
raising fame from the stage, that at the present- 
ment he was one of the severest spectators there, 
nor ever showed other sign whereby it might be 
knovni to be his but his liberty to despise it. Yet 
he hath at length con«:ented it should pass the 
press ; not with an aim to purchase a new reputa- 
tion, but to keep that which he hath already from 
growing worse j for understanding that some at 
London, withont hia approbation or ailowiawe, 
were ready to print a false, imperfect copy, he wm 
loth to he libelled by his own work, or that Hs 
play should appear to the rvorld with more than its 
own faults. Farewell. 



THE PEOLOGUE TO THE KING AND 
QUEEN. 


The Author, royal sir, so dreads this night, 

As if for Tmtiug he were doom'd to th' sight ; 

Or else, unless you do protect his fame, 

Y’ liad sav’d his play, and sentenc'd him to th’ 
flame. 

For though 3'oiir name or power were i’ th’ re- 
prieve, 

Such work?., he thinks, are hut condemn’d to live. 
"Which for this place, being rescu’d from the fire, 
Take ruin from th’ advancement, and fall higher. 
Though none, he hopes, sit here upon his 
As if lie poems did, or plays commit ; 

Yet ho must needs fear censure tlint fears praise, 
Nor would write still, were’t to succeed i’ th’ hays : 
For he is not 0’ th’ tia<le, nor would excel 
111 this kind, where ’tis lightness to do well. 

Yet, as the gods refin’d base things, and #-oine 
Beasts foul i’ th’ herd grew pure i’ th’ hecatomb ; 
And as tlio ox prepar’d jind crowned bull 
Are offerings, though kept back, and altars full ; 
So, jnigHty sir, this sacrifice being uear 
The kmfe at Oxford, which y’ have kindled here, 
He hopes ’twill from you and the Queen grow 
clean, 

And turn t’ oblation, what he meant a scene. 



THE PROLOGUE AT BLACKFRIAES, 

Were ifc his trade, the Author hid me say, 
Perchaace he^d beg you would be good to th* play ; 
And I, to set him up in reputation, 

Should hold a basin forth for approbation. 

But praise so gain’d, he thinks, were a relief 
Able to make his comedy a brief ; 

For where your pity, must youv judgment be, 

’Tis not a play, but you fir'd houses see. 

Look not his quill, then, should petitions run ; 

No gatherings here into a Prologue spun. 
Whether tlieir sold scones be dislik’d, or hit, 

Are cares for them who eat by th’ stage and wit. 
He’§ one whose unbought Muse did never fear 
An empty second day or a thin share ; 

But can make th’ actors, though you come not 
tivice, 

Xo losers, since we act now at the king’s price, 
Who hath made t\iis play public ; and the same 
Power that makes laws I’edeem’d this from the 
flame : 

JVir Jjb’ AnJibnr luaildsajp JEam/v J5nr doHi n^nire 
To praise from that which he condemn’d to th’ fire. 
He’s thus secure then, that he cannot win 
A censure sharper than bis own hath been. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Wasehoose, an old merdiant. 

Fbask Plotwell, his ntphtvf^ 

CrfBEB, hia factor. 

Banns WH iGHT, old Plotvxll dtaguiteiL 
Aorelia, Pttidopt Plf^odl dUgnxttd. 
Seathriit, a merchane. 

Tiaiorny, Jiia son. 

Dorcas, Susan Seathrift di^uised. 

Bincm, ) ^ , 

„ > two Tmiitars 

XfEWCUT, J 

Mistress Scruple, a Puritan KkodmUtress. 
Mistress Holland, a smpstrcea on the Sxehangt. 
Quartfield, a eaptmn, 

Salewlt, a poet 

RosrcLAi’. one that U^a an ordinary. 

MilliClnt, /«« ioife. 

’Prentice, 

Two Footmen. 

Boy that sings. 

The Scene, London, 




THE CITY-MATCH.^ 


ACT I, SCENE 1. 

Waiieiiouse, Seathmpt. 

Sea. I promise yoa *twill be a most rare plot. 
Ware. The citj', Master Seathrift, never yet 
Brought forth the like : I would have them that 
have 

Fin’d twice for sheriff, mend it. 

Sea, Mend it 1 yvky, 

’Tis past tile wit o’ th’ court of aldermen. 

Next merchant-tailor, that writes clu*onicle6,^ 

Will put us in. 

Ware For, since I took him home, 

Though, sir, my nephew, as you may observe, 


^ In the year 1755, a gentleman of great eminence in 
biB profeBsiun made a fe^v alterations in this play, and pre- 
sented it to the governors of tiie Lock Hospital, near Hyde 
Park Corner, wlio obtained a leprosentation of itatBriiry 
Lane for the benefit of that charity. It was at the same 
time printed in S”, under the title of The Sohemere ; or, 
The City-Match,” 

Mr Bromfield, the surgeon, as Mr Davies, who acted in 
told me. — Jieed. 

* The merchant-tailor here alluded to was John Stowe, 
author of the ** Chronicles of England,” who was of that 
company, and a toilor by profession* 
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Seem quite transfigur’d, be as dutiful 
As a new ’prentice, in his talk declaim 
’Gainst revelling companions, be a;s hard 
To be entic’d from home as my door-posts, 

This reformation may but be his part, 

And he may act his virtues. I have not 

Forgot his riots at the Temple. You know, sir 

Sea. You told me, Idaster Warehouse. 

Ware. Xot the sea, 

When it devour’d my ships, cost me so much 
As did his vanities. A voyage to the Indies 
Has been lo->t in a night : Iiis daily suits 
Were worth more than the stock that set me up ; 
For which he knew none but the silk-man’s book, 
And studied that more than the law. He had 
His loves, too, and his mistresses ; was enter’d 
Among the philo&opMcal madams j ^ was 
As great with them, as their concerners ; and, I 
hear, 

Kept one of them in pension. 

Sea. My son too 

Hath had his errors : I could tell the time 
When all the ndne which I put off by wholesale 
He took again in quarts ; and at the day 
Vintners liave paid me with his large scores ; but 
He is reformed too. 

Ware. Sir, we now are fnends 
In a design. 

Sea, And hope to be in time 
Fnends in alliance, sir. 

Ware. I’ll be free ; 

I think well of your son. 

Sea. AVhol Timothy I 
Believe’t, a virtuous boy ; and for his sister, 

A very saint. 


^ See Ben Jonson’s ** Silent YTomap ” — PeggCt 
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Wabe. Mistake me not^ I have 
The like opinion of my nephew, sir ; 

Yet he ia young, and so ia your son ; noc 
Doth the church-book say they are past our fears. 
Our presence is their bridle now ; *tis good 
To know them well whom we do make our heirs. 
Sea. It is most true. 

Ware. AVell ; and how shall we know 
How they will use their fortune, or what place 
We have in tlieir affection, without trial ? 

Some wise men build their own tombs ; let us try, 
If we were dead, whether our heirs would cry, 

Or wear^ long cloaks. This plot will do*t 
Sea.^ *Twill make us 

Fainous ujjon the Exeliange for ever. I’ll home, 
And take leave of my wife and son. 

Waub. And ril 

Come to you at your garden-house.® Within there. 

[Edit Seathrutt. 


SCENE II. 

Enter Oypheb. 

Ware. Now, Cypher, where’s my nephew ? 
CypU. In the liall, 

Reading a letter which a footman brought 
Just now to him from a lady, sir. 

Wake. A lady 1 

CyPH. Yes, sir, a lady in distress ; for I 
Could overhear tlie fellow say she must 
Sell her coach-horoes, and return again 


I the editions read tlieir. 

9 See extract from Stubby quoted in note to 
Mifleries of Enforced Marriage ” [ii., 638.] 
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To her needle, if your nephew don^t supply her 
With money. 

Wahe. This is some honourable sempstress. 

I am now confirm’d : they say he keeps a lady, 
And this is she. Well, Cypher, ’tis too late 
To change my project now. Be sure you keep 
A diary of his actions ; strictly mark 
What company comes to him ; if he stir 
Out of my house, observe the place he enters : 
Watch him, till he come out : follow him (disguis’d) 
To all his haunts. 

Cypii. He shall not want a spy, sir. 

But, sir, when you are absent, if he draw not 

A lattice to your door, and hang a bush out 

Ware, I hope he will not make my house a 
tavern. 

Oyph. Sir, I am no Sybil's son. 

Ware, Peace, hero he comes. 


SCEXE III. 

Snter PlotweiJj, in a sad posture. WAREHOUSE, 
Plotwet.l, Cypher. 

Ware. Good morrow, nephew. How nowl 
sad ? how comes 
TJiia meianchol/? 

Plot. Can I choose but wear 
Clouds in my face, when I must venture, sir, 
Your reverend age to a long-doubtful voyage, 
And not partake your dangers 1 
Ware. Fie ! these fears, 

Though they become you, nephew, are ominous. 
When heard you from your father ? 

Plot. Never since 
He made the escape, sir. 
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Wahe. 1 hear he is in Ireland : 

Is’t true he took your sister with him ? 

Plot. So 

Her mistress thinks, sir: one day she left th’ 
Exchange, 

And has not since been heard of. 

Ware. And, nephew, 

How like you your new course ; which place prefer 
you— 

The Temple or Exchange 1 Where 4*11*6, think 

you, 

The wealthier mines — ^in the Indies or 
Westminster HalH 
Plot. Sir, my desires take measure 
And form from yours. 

War'e. Nay, tell me your mind plainly 
V th’ city-tongue. I’d have you speak like Cypher : 
T do not like quaint figures, they do smell 
Too much 0’ th’ inns-of-court. 

Plot. Sir, my obedience 

Is ready for all inipressiouB which 

Ware. Again I 

Plot. Sir,"^! prefer your kind of life, a merchant. 
Ware. ’Tis spoken like my nephew ; now I like 
you, 

Nor shall I e’er repent the benefits 
I have bestow’d ; but will forget all errors 

Cypher. 

As Tnere ■seicacemsJiAB, wicd toA xjtics hit 
An uncle, but a father to you ; but then 
You must be constant, nephew. 

Plot. Else I were blind 
To my good fortune, sir. 

Ware. Think, man, how it may 
In time make thee 0’ th' city-senate, and raise thee 
To the sword and cap of maintenance. 

Plot, Yes, and make me 
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Sentence light bread and poimds of batter 'on 
horseback, [Jsidt, 

'Ware. Have gates and condoits dated from thj 
year; 

liide to the ’spital on thy &ee beast 
Plot. Ye% 

Free of your company. [Aside. 

Ware, Have the people vail 
As low to Lis trappings, as if he thrice had fin*d 
For that goo<l time's employment. 

Plot. Or as if 
He had his rider’s wisdom. 

Ware. Then the works 
And good deeds of the city to go before thee, 
Besides a troop of rarkts.^ 

Plot. Ye^, and I 

To sleep the sermon in my chain and scarlet. 

[AM. 

"Ware. How ^ay you? Let’s hear that I 
Plot. I .'^y. sir. I 

To sit at sermon in my chain ami scarlet. 

Ware. Tis right ; and be remembered at the 
Crosa- 

Plot, And then at sessions, sir, and all times 
eUe, 

Master KecorJer to save me the trouble, 

And understand things for me, [Aside. 

'Ware. All this is possible, 

And in the stars and winds ; therefore, dear 
nephew, 

You shall pursue this course ; and, to enable you. 


^ [An allusion to the Lord Mayor's Sho«r, iAto which 
were generaUy introduced ^^bolic^ represenktionB of the 
civic virtues.] 

* At St Paul's Cross, where [the Lord ^yor hesid his 
inauguiation sermon.] 
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In this half-year that I shall be away, 

Cypher shall teach you French, Italian, Spanish, ‘ 
And other tongues of traffic. 

Plot. Shall I not learn 
Arithmetic too, sir, and shorthand 7 

Ware. ^Tis well-remembered ; yes, and naviga- 
tion. 

I^nier Gyphek. 

Cyph. Sir, Master Seathrifb says you will lose the 
tide ; 

The boat stays for you. 

Ware. Well, nephew, at my return, 

As I hear of your carriage, you do know 
What my intentions are ; and, for a token 
How much I truht your reformation, 

Take this key of my counting-house, and spend 
Discreetly in my absence. Farewell. Nay, 

No tears ; Til be hero sooner than you think on’t. 
Cypher, you know wliat you have to do, 

Cyph. I warrant you, sir. Warehouse. 

Plot. Tears ! yes, my melting eyes shall run ; 
but it 

Shall be such tears as shall increase the tide 
To carry you from hence, 

Cyph. Come, Master Plotwell, shall I 
Eead to you this morning? 

Plot. Read I wdiat ? how the price 
Of sugar goes ; how many pints of olives 
Go to a jar ; how long wine works at sea ; 

What diffierence is in gain between fresh herrings 
And herrings red 1 
Cyph. This is fine : ha* you 
Forgot your uncle’s charge ? 

Plot. Prythee, what was*t ? 

Cyph. To leom the tongues and mathematics. 
Plot. Troth, 
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If I have tongue enough to say my prayers 
I’ th* phrase o^ th’ kingdom, I care not : otherwise, 
for no tongues but dried ones, such as will 
Give a fine relish to my backrag ; ^ and for mathe- 
matics, 

I hate to travel by the map j methinks 
’Tis riding post. 

Cyph. I knew *twould come to this. 

Here be his comrades. ]Aiide^ 

Plot. What, my Fleet Street friends ? 

[Exit Cypheh. 


SCEKE W. 

Enter BRIGHT and Newcut. 

Bright. Save you, merchant Plotwell I 

Kbw. Master Plotwell, citizen and merchant, 
save you ! 

Bright. Is thy uncle 
Gone the wish’d voyage 1 

Plot, Yes, he’s gone ; and, if 
He die by th’ way, hath bequeath’d me but some 
Twelve hundred pound a year in Kent; some 
three- 
score thousand pound in money, besides jewels, 
bonds, 

AnU desperate debts. 

New. And dost not thou fall down, 


^ This was a wine which was brought from Baccarat^, in 
Germany, as appean from H^wood's “Philo-cothonista,” 
168.5, p. 48. It is there mentioned along with Bhenish, 
Ray, in bis “ Travels,” voL L p. 64, says ; "Next we came 
to Baccarach, a walled town on the right hhnd', having many 
towers, Bu>)ject to the Prince Elector Palatine, Jhmoui for 
the goodneee of its mne^ as is also llbincow, a town not far 
fi'om Mentz.”— 
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And pray to th' winds to sacrifice him to 
Poor John and mackarel ? 

Bright. Or invoke some rock 
To do thee justice 1 
New. Or some compendious cannon 
To take him off i* tli’ middle ? 

Plot. And why, my tender, 

Soft-hearted friends t 

Bright. What, to take thee from the Temple, 
To make thee an old juryman, a Whittington ? 
New. To transform thy plush to penny-stone ; 
and scarlet 

Into a velvet jacket, which hath seen 
Aleppo twice, is known to tho groat Turk, 

Hatn ’scap’d three shipwrecks to ho left off to thee, 
And knows the way to Mexico as well as the map i 
Bright. This jacket surely was employed in 
finding 

The north-east passage out, or the same jacket 
That Coriat ^ died in. 

Plot. 'Ve^ good. 

New. In Ovid 

There is not such a metamorphosis 
As thou art now. To be tunied into a tree 
Or some handsome beast, is courtly to this. 

But for thee, Frank, O transmutation ! 

Of satin chang’d to kersey hose 1 sing.^ 

’Slid, his shoes sliine too.* 


^ See note to/*The Ordinary” [xiL, 227.] 

^ [A sort of playful parody on the exoi'diam to Ovid’s 
Ketamorpboses.”] 

^ The citizens of Charles I.’s time, and earlier, were 
as famous for the brightness of their shoes as some par- 
ticular professions at present. In Every Han in his 
Humour,” act ii. so. 1, Kitely says — 

"Whilst they sir, to relieve him In the fable. 

Slake their loose oommeots upon every word, 

Oestare, or look, 1 use ; mock mo all over, 

From my flat cap unto rny tkimnsf tkoes." 
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Bright. They hare the Gresham dye. 

Dost thou not dress thyadf by 'em I I can see 
My face in them hither* 

Plot. Very pleasant, gentlemen. 

Bright. And faith, for how many years art 
thou hound 1 

Plot. Do you take me for a 'prentice 1 
New. "Why, then, what ofiB.ce 
Dost thou hear in the parish this year? Let's 
feel: 

No batteries ^ in thy head, to signify 
Th* art a constable ? 

Bright. No furious jug broke on it 
In the king's name 1 

Plot. Did you contrire this scene 
By the way, gentlemen J 
New. No j but the news 
Thou shoultbt turn tradesman, and this pagan 
dress, 

In which if thou shouldst die, thou wouldst be 
damn'd 

Por an usurer, is comical at the Temple. 

We were about to bring in such a fellow 
Por an apostate in our antiinas(|ue. 

Set one to keep the door, provide half-crown 
rooms, 

For I’ll set bills up of thee. What shall I 
GWe for thft fcA day % 

Bright. Ay, or second? 

For thou'lt endure twice or thrice coining in. 
Plot. Well, my conceited Orient friends, bright 
offspriug 

O' th’ female silkworm and tailor male, I deny not 
But you look well in your nnpaid-for glory ; 

That in these colours you set out the Strand, 


^ [Bniifies or oontnaions occasumed by Bsaanlt&] 
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And adorn Fleet Street ; that you may laugh at me, 
Poor working-day o’ th* city, like two festivals 
Escap’d out of the Almanac. 

. New. Sirrah Bright, 

Didst look to bear such language beyond Ludgate ? 
Bright. I thought all wit had ended at fleet- 
bridge ; 

But ynt that goes o’ th’ score, that may extend, 
If’t be a courtier’s wit, into Cheapside. 

Plot. Your mercerlives there, does he? I war- 
rant you, 

He has tlie patience of a bui*nt heretic. 

The very faith that sold to you these silks, 

And thinks you’ll pay for ’em, is strong enough 
To save the infidel part o* th’ world or Antichrist. 
Bright. W’ are most mechanically abused. 
New. Let’s tear his jacket off. 

Bright. A match I take that side. 

Plot. Hold, hold I 

Bright. How frail a thing old velvet is ! it parts 
With as much case and wil&gness as two cowards. 

tear off his jacket. 
New. The tend’rest weed that ever fell asunder. 
Plot. Ha’ you your wits? What mean you? 
Bright. Go, put on 

Ono of thy Temple suits, and accompany us. 

Or else thy dimity breeches will be mortal. 

Plot. You will not strip me, will you? 

New. By tViy TiaTAe ears, we will. 

Bright. By this two-handed beaver, which is 
60 thin 

And light, a butterfly’s wings put to’t would make 
it 

A Mercury’s flying hat, and soar aloft. 

Plot. But do you know, to how much danger 
You tempt me ? Should my uncle know I come 
Within the air of Fleet Street 
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NElir. Will yoa mate 
Your&elf St for a coach again, and come 
Along 'Nvith ns 2 

Plot. AVell, my two resolnfce firiends, 

Yon shall preraiL But whither now are your 
Lewd motions bent i 

Kew. We'll dine at Roseckp's : there 
We shall meet Captain Qnartfield and his poet ; 
They shall show us another fish. 

Bnionr. But, by the war, we have agreed to see 
A lady, you mechanic. 

Plot, What lady ? 

Xew. Hast not thou heaul of the new-spniug 
lady 1 

Bright. One 

That keeps her coachman, foothoy, woman, and 
spend 

A thousand pound«^ a year by wit. 

Plot. How ? Avit ! 

Hew. That is her patrimony, air. 'Tis thought 
The fortune she is bom to will not buy 
A btmch of turnips. 

Plot, She is no gamester, is she 1 Kor cames 
false <lice 1 

Bright. No, but has a tongue, 

Were't in a lawyer’s mouth, would make him buy 
All young heirs near him. 

PiiO-^. Bvitr dwa Aio Tu&w ksww ■feossL whftUflft she 
came? 

Bright. As for her birth, she may 
Choose her own pedigree : it is unknown 
Whether she ho descended of some ditch 
Or duchess. 

New. She’s the wonder of the court 
And talk o’ th* town. 

Plot. Her name? 

New. Aiureliab 
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Plot. IVe heard of her. Thej say she does 
fight duels, 

And answers challenges in wit. 

Bbigiit. She has been thrice in the field. 

Plot. I* th’ field? 

New. Yes, in Spring Garden ; 

Has conquer’d, with no second but her woman, 

A Puritan, and has returned with prizes. 

Plot. And no drum beat before her ? 

New. No, nor colours 

Flourish’d. She has made a vow never to mor^, 
'Till she be won by stratagem. 

Plot. I long to see her. 

Bright. I’ th* name of Guildhall, who comes 
here % 


SCENE V. 

Entei^ Timothy. 

Tim. By your leave, gentlemen. 

Plot. Master Timothy ! 

Welcome from the new world. I look’d you should 
Ha’ past through half tho signs in heaven by this, 
And ha’ convers’d with the dolphins. What ! not 
gone 

To sea with your father ? 

Tim. No, faith, I do not love 
go sea ; It isalies Jays J?Iss 

In wooden sheets, and lands him a preservative 
Against the plague ; besides, my mother was 
A&aid to venture me. 

Plot. Believe't, she’s wise 
Not to trust such a wit to a thin frail hark, 

Where you had sail’d within three inches of 
Becoming a Jonas. Besides the tossing, to have 
All the fierce blust'ring faces in the map 
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Swell more tempestuously upon you than 
Lawj’ers preferi-’d or trumpeters. And whither 
Were you bound now I 
TiiL I only came to hare 
Your judgment of my suit. 

Plot. Surely the tailor 
Has done liU part. 

Till. And my mother has done hera ; 

For she has paid for’c. I never durst be seen 
Before my fatlier out of duretta^ and serge ; 

But if he catch me in such paltry stuffs, 

To make me look like one that lets out money, 
Let him ^aj-, *• Timothy was born a fool.” 

Before he went, lie made me do what be list; 
Kow he’s abroad, I'll do what I list. What 
Are these two ? Gentlemen \ 

Plot. You see they wear 
Their heraldrj-. 

Till. But I mean, can they roar, 

Beat drawers, play at dice, and court their mis- 
tress. ? 

I mean forthnitli to get a mistress ? 

Plot. But 

How comes thi«!, hla«^ter Timothy ? you did not 
Bise such a gallant this morning. 

Tim. All’s one for that. 

My mother lo&t her maidenhead that I 
Might come first into the woTifi ; and, hy Gnd’s lid, 
ril bear myself like the elder brother, I. 

B’you tliink. I’ll all days of my life frequent 
Saint Antlins, like my sister 1 Gentlemen, 

I covet your acquaintance. 

Bright. Your servant, sir. 

New. I shall be proud to know you. 


^ (Probably some etrong, coarse sort of substance lil^^ 
corduroy.] 
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Tim. Sir, my knowledge 

Is not much worth. Tm bom to a small fortune ; 
Some hundred thousand pound, if once my fathei 
Held up his hands in marble, or kneePd in brass. 
What arc you 1 inns-of-court men t 
New. The catechism 
Were false, should we deny it. 

Tim. I shall shortly 

Be one myself ; I learn to dance alreatly, 

And wear short cloaks. I mean in your next 
masque 

To have a part : I shall take most oxtromoly. 
Bright. You will inflame tho ladies, sir: they’ll 
strive, 

Who shall most privately convey jewels 
Into your hand. 

New. This is an excellent fellow. 

Who ia'tl 

Plot. Bich Seathzift’s son, that’s gone to sea 
This morning with iny uncle. 

BnioiiT. Is this he 

Whose sister thou shouldst marry? The wench 
that brings 
Ton thousand pound 1 

Plot. My uncle would fain have me [marry her ;] 
But I have cast her off. 

Bright. Why? 

Plot. Faith, she’s handsome, 

And had a good wit ; but her. schoolmistress 
Has made her n rank Puritan. 

New. Let’s take him 

Along with us, and Captain Quartfield shall show 
him. 

Plot. ’Twill be an excellent comedy ; and after- 
wards 

I liave a project on him. 

Tim, Gentlemeii| 
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Shall we dine at an ordinary ? You 
Shall enter me among the wits. 

Plot. Sir, I 

Will but shift clothes, then we’ll associate you, 
But £rst 3 'ou shall with us, and see a lady 
Kich as your father’s cheste and odd holes, ^ and 
Fresh as Pygmalion’s mistress, newly waken'd 
Out of her alabaster. 

Tim. Lead on : 

1 long to see a lady, and to salute her. \_Exeunt. 


ACT IL, SCENE 1. 

Aurelia, Dorcas. 

Aur. Why, we shall have you get in time the 
tum- 

Up of your eyes, speak in the nose, draw sighs 
Of an ell long, and rail at discipline. 

Would I could hear from Bannsraght I Ere I'll 
be tortur’d 

With your preciseness thus, I’ll get dry palms 
With starching, and put on my smocks myself. 
Dor. Surely you may, and air ’em too ; there 
have been 

Very devout and holy women that wore 
iVo siVf ir^ itil 

Aur. Such saints, you mean, as wore 
Their congregations, and swarm’d with Christian 
vermin. 

You’ll hold clean linen heresy? 

Dor. Surely, yes. 

Glean linen in a surplice : that and powders 


^ [Apparently thie word means tbe secret pigeon-holes lu 
a de^ or secretory.] 
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Do bilng dry summers, moke the sickness lage. 
And the enemy pievail It was reveal'd 
To Mistress Sciuple and hei husband, who 
Do veiily asciibe the German wai 
And the late ppibecutions to cuihng, 

False teeth, and oil of talc ^ 

Aur Now she is in, 

A lectuiei mil soouer hold his peace 
Than she 

Dor And suioly, as Master Sciupic sa}a 
Aur lhat hei schoolmastci , one that 
cools a feast 

With his long giace, and soouei eats a capon, 
Than bh ssts it 


1 ** 'ioh, 111 11 itui il IS I Bqinmou^ iiastle 

-IHCu-j sKiK, ciiil> scpiiablo into thin, tiansparent 
V ik'> <i hiit'j * — Chuuwi's’* *‘Dicti(miij It hub 
iiicunbU f (tii<l <ml} in un, but since, in ^eiei il pats of 
Ihitupc \-»u uulAliici ** boms ci)eini'»t>>, 1^6 tlie bune 
vsiitti, ind uUui einpnics hue field tint txic mi,;lit be 
used foi null) impiitmt puipo'»es, tiid picteni to diis\ 
iiom It tint jiutiou-* oil s > inuchbouted of hx the inticnta, 
1 iiticnl iih the Aiibs, t died od e/ fnfc iihich is siq posed 
i uoiuleilul ujiiuttit, uid pic^eisei of theconjpkMon , but 
itic tiuth lb, till ssoid tahf among ihcni, signiiiLcl n > moic 
thin 111 cqiul di-spO'.iH n of the humouib, svhith keeps the 
l)ocl) in t Jd t< nil 11 vnicnt uid peitect heiltli "Nou, ns 
nothing euitiibutc^ UK I c thm hedtli to the piLseuing ot 
be mt> , tins li is gu eii ooc ision to the oheniists to seal ch this 
otl of Uje, IS Inch 18 to mimhuo the body id this disposi- 
tion, xnd to eugiige the liiies to be at the expense of the 
seaich ” 

J** 7 <tlc IS a cheap kind of ouneia], Tvhich this county 
(^sse\) plentifull) iffords though not so fiiib ab that which 
IB fetched fiom yeDKe It is white and tiansparent like 
cijstal, full of stiekes oi yem«, which piettily bcattei 
themselves Being calcined, and vaiiously prepaied, it 
mikoth a cuiious ica&A, which some jUbtif) lawful, 
beciube dealing, not changing, the complexion. ’ — Fullei’s 
Woithies,” quoted by Giffoid (Ben Jouson, iv. 94 ) ] 

VOL. XIII. P 
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Dor. And provea it very well, 

Oat of a l}ook that suffer'd martyrdom^ 

By fire in Oheapside ; ance amaleta and hracelets, 
And love-locka, were in use, the price of sprats, 
Jenisalem artichokes, and Holland cheese, 

Is very much increased : so that the brethren-* 
Botchers I mean, and such poor zealous saints 
As earn five groats a week under a stall, 

By singing psalms, and drawing up of holes, 
Can^t live in their vocation, but are fain 

To turn 

Axtr. Old breeches. 

Dor. Surely, teachers and prophets. 


SCENE n. 

Ent^ Baknsmteight. 

Aur. 0 Master Bannswright, are you come ! 
My woman 

Was in her preaching fit ; she only wanted 
A table’s end. 

Ban. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Aur. Never 

Poor lady had so much unbred holiness 
About her person ; I am nevei’ dress’d 
Without a sermon ; hut am forc’d to prove 
The lawfulness of curling-irons, before 
She’ll crisp me in a morning. I must show 
Text for the fashions of my gowns. She’ll ask % 
Where jewels are commanded 1 or what lady 
r th’ primitive times wore ropes of pearl or rubies 1 


^ This was Prynne’g celebrated work, entitled, Histrio- 
mastiz,” &c., which was, by the bentence of the Star 
Chtanber, ordered to be burnt. 
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She will urge councils for her little ruif, 

Call’d in Northamptonshire ^ ; and her whole ser- 
vice 

Is a mere confutation of my clothes. 

Ban. Why, madam, I assure you, time hath 
heen, 

However she he otherwise, when she had 
A good quick wit, and would have made to a lady 
A serviceable sinner. 

Aur. She can't preserve 
The gift, for which I took her ; but, as though 
She were inspir’d from Ipswich, ^ she will make 
The Acts and Monuments iu sweetmeats, quinces 
Arraign’d and burnt at a stake : all my banquets 
Arc persecutions; Dioclesian’s days 
Are brought for entei*tainment, and we eat martyrs. 
Ban. Madam, she is far gone. 

Atjr. Nay, sir, she is a Puritan at her needle too. 
Ban. Indeed 1 

Aur. She works religious petticoats;® for flowers 
She’ll make church-histories. Her needle doth 
So sanctify my cushionets ; besides, 

My smock-slceves have such holy embroideries, 


1 The county in which the celebrated Robert Browne (who 
may be esteemed the head of the Puritans) wa9 benefioed, 
iuid aftei’warda died iu gaol, at a very ndvaneed .age. 

* Alluding to the second publication for which Frynue 
was prosecuted, and sentenced to lose the remainder of his 
ears. It was entitled, ** News from Ipswich, and the Divine 
Tragedy, recording God’s fearful Judgments against Sabbath- 
Breakers. 4”, 16dd.'’ [He published it under the name 
of Matthew T^ite.] 

3 It appears to have been tiie custom at this time to work 
religious and other stories in different ports of the dress then 
worn. Ill Beaumont and Fletcher’s Custom of the 
Country," ii. 3, [Dyce’s edit iv. 422,] Rutilio says — 

“ Having a mistrcee, sure ^oii should not te 
Without a neat kietorieal Airt." 
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And are so learned, that I fear in time 
All my apparel will be quoted by 
Some pure instructor.^ Yesterday I went 
To see a lady that has a parrot : my woman, 
While I was in discourse, converted the fowl ; 

And now it can speak nought but Knox’s works 
So there’s a parrot lost. 

Ban. Faith, madam, she 
AVas earnest to come to you. Had I known 
Her mistress had so bred her, I would first 
Have preferred her to Hew England.* 

Dor. Surely, sir, 

You promised me, when you did take my money, 
To help me to a faithful service, a lady 
That would be saved, not one that loves profane, 
Unsanctified fashions. 

Aur, Fly my sight, 

You goody Hofmaii,^ and keep your chamber, till 
You call provide yourself some cure, or I 
Will forthwith excommunicate your zeal, 

And make 3*011 a silent waiting-woman. 

Ban. Slitotress Dorcas, 

If 3'ou'll be U'jher to that holy, letamed woman 
That can heal broken jshins, scald heads and th’ itch, 
Your schoolmistress ; that can expound, and teaches 
To knit in Chaldee, and work Hebrew samplers, 
I'll help you back again. 

Dor. The motion, sure, is good, 

And I will ponder of it. [^Exit DOECAS. 


^ [This passage is quoted in the editions of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, to illustrate a passage in the “Custom of the 
Country,” (see below) but it is questionable, perhaps, whether 
the allusions here are to be taken quite seiiouBlyd 
* See note to *■ The Ordinary** [xii., 300.] 

® See note to *‘The Oidinaiy*’ [xii., 816.] 

^ [An allusion which I cannot explain. It has no connec- 
tion with Chettle’s plaj’.] 
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Axjr. From thy zeal, 

The frantic ladies’ judgments, and Histriomastix,^ 
Deliver me ! This was of your preferring ; 

You must needs help me to another. 

Ban. How 

Would you desire her qualified ? deformed 
And crooked f like some ladies who do wear 
Their women like black patches, to set them off? 

AUR. I need no foil, nor shall I think I'm white 
Only between two Moors; or that my nose 
Stands wrong, because my woman’s doth stand 
right. 

Ban. But you would have her secret, able to 
keep 

Strange sights from th* knowledge of your knight, 
when you 

Are married, madam ; of a quick-feigning head 1 
AUR. You wrong me, Baunswriglit : she whom I 
would have 

Must to her handsome shape have virtue too. 

Ban. Well, madam, I shall fit you. I do know 
A choleric lady which, within these three weeks, 
Has, for not cutting her corns well, put off 
Three women ; and is now about to part 
With the fourth — just one of your descrii)tion. 
Xfext change u’ th’ moon or weather, when Jier feet 
Do ache again, I do believe I shall 
Pleasure your ladyship, 

Sem^ III. 

S7iter Bright, Newcut, Timothy, Plotwell. 
Tim. Lady, let me taste the Hysium of your lips. 


^ Prynne’s book, mentioned before. 
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Auk, Tnqr, wliat are you ! You uill not leap 
me, ^ir t 

Trsyr kuo^r yx>ar &tazu:e. 

Tol Whut am iwast lady I 
My £itber is an aiilermoua'a feUoir ; and I 
Hope to be one in time. 

ArB. Tben, -ir. in time 
You may be xemembecol at tlie quenching of 
Rr d hott^ets. irhen. the bdi’^ ring backward,^ by 
Your nari.e np'in the l/uckeia.- 
Tiac Yay, they -ay 

You bare a 50 >1 u-it. la»3y. and I ran find it 
As Boau as anozber. 1 in mr liiae hare been 
O' th’ ULivcTsity, an 1 ?houbl Lave hem a schblai*. 

Aub. By the size of you mt. sit, had you kept 
To that jiECifessir^n. I can foresee 
You. would have been a great per'^ccutor of nature 
And gr^at ccusuiLer of ra'^h rtajdle«. with 
Ab amail sncce^s as if u cortoi«e should 
Hay and nigh; practi-*- to mn rares. Having 
Contemjjlated yourselt into illduuks, 

In pity to so muirh afBi*aion. 

You might ha’ pass'll tor Itarned : and't may be, 
If yon had fallen out \sith the Muae^, and 
'Scap’d pOf*tiy', you might have rUen to scarlet. 
Txm. Here’s a rare lady with all my lieart. By 
this 

Light, gentlemen, now have I so more language 
Than a dumb parrot. A little more, shell jeer me 
Into a fellow that turns upon bis toe 
In a steeple, and strikes quarters I ^ 


^ [See a sote in Hazlits’e “ Popular Poetry,** fi. 153.] 

* £A curious little illustratioa of contempotaryriTicusages.] 

* Alluding to an automaton, like those at St Punstan^e, 
Plaet Street See notes on Shakespeare's ‘‘Sing Sichard 
III./’ edit, 1778, p. 11^ toL rii — Sfeeeenu, 
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Bright. And why ehonld yon 
Be now so dainfcy of your lips ? Verily, 

They are not virgins : they have tasted man. 

Aur. And may again ; but then Til he secur'd 
For the sweet air o’ th* parties. If you 
Will bring it me confirm’d under the hands 
Of four sufficient ladies, that you are 
Clean men, you may chance ^s my woman. 

New. Lady, 

Our lips are made of the same clay that yours [are,] 
And have not been refused. 

Aur. ’Tis right, you are 
Two inns-of-court men. 

Bright. Yes, what then 1 
Aur. Known Cladders ^ 

Through all the to^ra. 

Bright. Cladders? 

Aur. Yes, catliolic lovers, 

From country madams to your glover's wife, 

Or laundress j* will not let poor gentlewomen 
Take physic quietly, but disturb their pills 
From operation with your untaught visits ; 

Or, if they be employ’d, contrive small plots 
Below stairs with the chambermaid ; commend 
Her fragrant breath, which five yards ofi^ salutes, 
At four deflow’ra a rose, at three kills spiders. 
New. What dangerous truths these are I 
Aur. Bavish a lock 

f¥om the yellow waiting' woman ; use stratagems 
To get her silver whistle, and waylay 
Her pewter-knots or bodkin. 


^ [Nares, in hia ** Glosaary,” 1859, in v., seems to say 
that this is the only passage where this phrase oocurs. For> 
tunataly it is explained for ns. But its origin is obscure.} 

^ [The name giTen to the women who attended on the 
ebambers in the inus-of-court. It is not obsolete.], , 
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Xeit, Pretty, pretty ! 

Bright. You think yon have abas'd us no \7 f 
Auil I'll tell yoa : 

Had I in all the irorld hot forty mark, 

And that |:ot by my needle, and making socks, 
And Trere that forty mark mill'd sixpences, 
Spur-royals, Harry-groats,^ or such odd coin 
Of husbandry, as in. the l^g's reign now 
"Would never paas, I would despise you. 

Sew. Lady, 

Y'our wit vi ill malw you die a wither'd vir^. 
Bright. We fhall in time, when your most 
tyrant tongue 

Hath made this house a wilderness, and you 
As unfrefjLucnted as a f.catesman fallen ; 

When you shall quarrel with your face and glass, 
Till from your pencil you have raid'd new cheeks— 
See you bog «uitors, write bills o’er your door : 

“ Here is an ancient lady to be let." 

2sew. Y’ou think you are handsome now, and 
that your eyes 

Make sUr-shooting, and dart- 

Aur. ‘T may be I do. 

New. May I not prosper if I have not seen 
.A better face in signs or gingerbread. 

Tql Yes, I for twopence olt have bought a 
better. 

Bright. What a sweet, innocent look you have 
Plot. Fie, gentlemen. 


^ In the third yenr of James roae-riais (or ro^lt) of 
cold were coined at 30s. apiece, and gpur-rial9 at ISa each. 
Por Harry -groats, see note to ** The Antiquary,** poU, 

* So Chapman, in his **Hyxnn to Hfmen, at the end of 
the ** Masque of the Middle Temple and Lincoln’s Inn,” 
1018- 


— CdR^«l 


"Let such glances flj. 

As make stars shoot to imitate her eye." 
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Abuse a barmless lady thus \ I can’t 

With patience hear your blasphemies. Hahe me 

Your second, madam. 

Tim. And make me your third. 

Acb. 0 prodigy, to hear an image speak 1 
Why, sir, I took you for a mute i’ Qi’ hangings. 
I’U tell the faces. 

Tim. Gentlemen, do I 
Look like one of them Trojans 1 ^ 

Aub. *Tis so ; your face 
Is missing here, sir ; pray, step back again, 

And fill the number. You, I hope, have more 
Truth in you than to filch yourself away. 

And leave my room imfumiaU’d. 

Plot. By this light 

tihe’ll send for a constable straight, and a 2 )pTehend 
him 

For thievery. 

Tim. Why, lady, do you think me 
Wrought iu a loom, some Dutch piece weav*d at 
Mortlakel* 


^ [Frobftblj tbo arras in room rsprea^nied some scene 
in the siege of Troy.} 

~ The art of weaving tapestry was brought into Englsmd 
by Wiiliam Sbeblon, about the end of the leiga dC 

Henty VIII. ^Seei)ugdale*8”\Varwickshir*'/*]i. 5S4.) Iu 
the time of James l.j a m.iDufacture of Lvpesuy wa*! set up 
at Mortlake, in Sun'ey, and soon arrived at a litgli degree of 
excellence. King J’ainea gave iowarefs the under- 

taking ; and Sir Francis Crane erected the house to execute 
the design in. Francis Clejn painted for the workmen, and 
to such a pitch, of perfection had the art been carried, that 
ArchUitiiop VrniianiB paid for the four seasona, worked, I 
suppose, for hangings, £2500. — Walpole's '^Anecdotes,” 
ii. 21-125.) Mortiaw tapettry continued long iu repvite, 
and is mentioned in Oldham’s Satire in imitation of the 
Third Satire of Juvenal — 

"Here Mine rare piece 
Of Rubens or Vaiuljfce presented is : 

There a rich rait of Mortloti; lapeMtrj/t 
A bed of Aanaek bf enibioS^^'*' 
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Attb. Surely you stood so simply, like a man 
Penning of recantations, that I suspected 
T* had been a part of the monopoly. 

Put now I know you have a tongue, and are 
A very man, I'll ^ink you only dull, 

And pray for better utterance. 

Plot. Lady, you make 
Ita'sh. judgment of him; he was only struck 
With admiration of yout beauty. 

Tiil. Truly, and &o I was. 

Attb. Then you can wonder, sir i 
Plot. Yes, when he sees such miracles as you, 
AtTR. And love me, cau*t yon t 
Tni. Love 3 'ou 1 By this hand, 

I*d love a do^ of your sweet looks : I am 
Enamour’d of j'oii, lady, 

Ahr. Ha, ha, ha I now surely 
I wonder you wear not a cap ; your case 
Requires warn things ! Ill send you forth a 
caudle, [Exit, 

Bright. The plague of rotten teeth, wrinkles, 
loud lungs, 

Be with you, madam. 

Tim. Had I now pen and ink, 

If I were urg’d, I’d fain know whether I 
In conscience ought not to set down myself 
No wiser than I should bel 
Plot. Gentlemen, how like you her wit 1 
Tim. Wit ! I verily 
Believe she was begotten by some wit ; 

And he that has her may beget plays on her. 
New. Her wit had need be good, it finds her 
house. 

Tim. Her house f ’tis able to find the court : if she 
Be chaste to ^ all this wit, I do not think 
But that she might be shown. 


i Added to. 
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Bright. She speaks with salt, 

And has a pretty Bcornfulnees, which now 
I’ve Been, Tm satisfied. 

Kew. Come then away to Koaeclap’s. 

Tim. Lead on ; let us dine. This lady 
Kuns in my head still 

SnUr a FoOTMAK. 

Foot. Sir, my lady prays 
You would dismiss your company ; she has 
Some business with you. 

Plot. Gentlemen, walk softly; I’ll overtake 
you. 

Bright. Newcut, 'slight ! her wit 
come to private meetings ! 

New. Ay, I thought 

She had some other virtues. Well, make haste, 
We’ll stay without ; when thou hast done, inform 
us 

What the rate is : if she be reasonable, 

We’ll he her customers. 

Plot. Y’ are merry, 

[Exit Bright, Newcut, Timothy. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Aueelia, 

Plot. Nay, sister, you may enter; they are 

I did receive your ticket this morning. What I 
You look the mine should run still f 
Aub. 0, you are 

A careful lu'other to put me on a course 
That draws the eyes o’ th’ town upon me, and 
makes me 
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Discourse for ordinaries, then leave me iirt. 

I will put off my lad3’6hip, and return 
To Mistress Holland, and to malnug shirts 
And bauds again. 

Plot. I hope you will not. 

• Atjr. I repent I left th* Exchange 

Plot. Faith, I should laugh 
To see you there again, and there serve out 
The rest of your indentures, by managing 
Your needle well, and making nightcaps by 
A chafing-dish in winter morning*?, to keep 
Yourfingers pliant. How rarely 'twould become you 
To run over all your shop to passengers 
In a fine .s'lle-tune I 

Auil "What would you have me do ? 

D’ye think Ihn the Dutch virgin, that could live 
By th’ scent of flowers i ^ Or that my family 

^ The following sectna fo be the story here alluded to: 
'^But the str.\ng'*8b I have met with in this kiude, isthe 
liistorie of Eve Fleigeu, out of the Dutch translated into 
Englieb, aijd priuted at London, Anno 1611 : who beiog 
borne at Meurs, aaid to have taken no ktnde of suotenasce 
by the s^^ace of fourteen yeeres together ; that is, from the 
yeere of her age twenty-tuo to thirty-six, and from the 
yeere of our Lord, 1597 to ICll ; and this we have con- 
firmed by the testimony of the magistrate of the towne of 
31eurB, as also by the minister, who made tryall of her in 
his hou’ie thirteene days together, by all the meases he 
could devise, but could detect no imposture. Over the 
picture of this maiden, set in the front of the Dutch copie, 
stand these Latin verses — 

** >fearsw base qneia ccmls decle^ ter sexque peiegU 
Annos, bia septem proraus noo vescltor aoDis 
Kec potat, bic sola oedet, sic pallida iitom 
Ducii, et exioftt re MectatJloribu9 horti." 

Thus rendred in the English copie — 

*• This maid of ITeurs fbbty-suc yeares spent, 

Fonrteene of wbtcb she tooke no nourishment : 

Thus paJe nod wan shee sits, sad and alone, 

. A ^rdsn'f ait shee lovta fo lode upon ” 

— Hakewm*B “ Apologie,” fol. 1685, p. 440. 
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Are descended of cameleons^ 

And can be kept with air 1 Is this the way 
To get a husband ; to be in danger to be 
Shut up for house-rent, or to wear a gown 
Out a whole fashion, or the same jewels twice? 
Shortly my neighbours will commend my clothes 
For lasting well, give them strange dates, and cry, 
“ Since your last gorget and the blazing star.” 

Plot. Pry thee, excuse me, sister, I can now' 
"Rain showers of silver into thy lap again. 

Hy uncle’s gone to sea, and has left me 

The kej" to th’ golden fleece. Thou shalt be still 

A madam, Pen ] and to maintain thy honour, 

And to new-dub thee, take this. \Give6 her a purse. 
But, sister, I 

Expected you ere this, out of the throng 
Of suitors that frequent you, should have been 
Made a true lady — ^not one in type or show. 

I fear you are too scornful, look too high. 

Aim, Faith, brother, *ti8 no age to be put off 
AVith empty education ; few will make jointures 
To wit or good jjarts. I may die a virgin, 

AVhen some old widow, which at every cough 
Resigns some of her teeth, and every night 
Puts off her leg as duly as French hood, 

Scarce ivoiars lier own nase, hath no eyes but such 
As she first bought in Broad Street, and every 
morning 

Is put together like some instrument, 

In Baveiinnt'B “ Hews from Plymouth,” act i. sc. 1, the 
same person is meutioned— 

How? Do you Uiiok I tou tiSIngs of 
The Maid of Brabao^ Uuit liv’d by her bmell ; 

That din’d on a roee, oud supp’d ou a tulip t ” 

[The BArrative of Eve Fleigeo, above referred to, is 
appended to on ezcessivelj rare tract of eight 4** leaves, 
printed in 1011, and noticed in Haslitt’s “Handbook,” 
1867, ^ 377.] 


238 


THE CITY-MATCH. 


Having full coffers^ stall be woo’d, and thought 
A youthful bride. 

Plot. Why, sister, will you like 
A match of my projection t You do know 
How ruinous our father s fortunes are. 

Before he broke, you know, there was a contract 
Between you and young Seathrift. What if I 
hfake it a wedding 9 

Auk. Glairy a tool, in hope 
To be a Lady ^Mayoress ? 

Plot, Why, ei^ter, I 

Gould name good ladies that are fain to find 
Wit for themselves and knights too, 

Attr. I have heard 

Of one, whose husband was so meek, to be 
For need her gentleman-u‘«her : and, while she 
hlade visits above &tair«. would patiently 
Find himself business at tre} -trip ^ i’ th’ hall. 

1 Or, fts it was more frequeotly \\ ntteu, tray^trip This 
game is meatioued frequently m oui ancient unters, 
but it is b) no means clear ubat tbe nature of it was. Mi 
SteeTens con^icleis it as a (fame at cards; and Mr Tjrwbitc, 
as a game at taMes, la opi^^itioa to both, Hr Hankms nas 
of opinion that it w as tbe same play w hich is now colled 
“ Scotch Hop,” tbe amusement at present of tbe lower class 
of young people. In suppoi t of this idea, tbe above passage 
was quoted by that geutlemon. See notes oa “Twelfth 
Higbt,” act 11 . oc. 5. 

Tfad truth oi Hr Tyrwbiti^s oonjecture iriU h» establj^sd 
by the following extiact from **HacbiaTeirB Dogge,” 1617, 
4®, sig. B. 

•• But leaviop cariles, lett’s iroe to dice » while, 

So pas«a^, b ei trxppe, harardc oi mum chance, 

But bubtill mntea u ilt simple mindes begule, 

And hlinde then eyes with many a blinking plaunce 

Oh cojigcB and stopper and 'uch like derilish tnckei, 

EuU many a puise of golde and silvei pickes 

And therefoie, diet fm hazard bee that Ust, 

And pa&setli not, pnta mony to a blaacke, 

And ii ippe untAout a tretff makes hard, 1 
To Bitte and mouine among the sleepeis lanke. 
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Plot He’a only city bred , one month of yonr 
Sharp Gonveiaatiou will refine him ^ besides, 

How long wiU’t be eie yonr dissembled state 
Meet such another ofiex f 

Aub Well, brother, you shall dispose of my 
affections 

Plot Then some time 
This afternoon 111 bung him hither do you 
Provide ihe piiest your dining loom will serve 
As well as the church. 

Aur I will expect }OU. [Exeunt iepe?al ua^a 


SCENE V 

IJntei CaTTAIV QuautPIELD heaUng IloSCCLAP, 
SalEWIT and Millici N1 /a6o«j mg i> pait tkm 

Quart Suiah, 111 beat you into an. 

Rosr Good captain' 

Quart I -vnll, by Hectoi. 

Rosi Murder, muider, help ' 

Quart. You needy, shifting, coseiung, breaiing 
slave 

Mil Nay, Master Salewit, help to part 'em. 
SUjE Captain ' 

Quabi Ask me for money ? dog ’ 

Rose O, I am kill’d ' 

Mil Help, help ' 

Sale Nay, captain 
Quart Men of my coat pay ' 

Mn. I»ll call in neighbours Murder, murder * 


And for mam chance hofre the obsnee doe fitU, 
Ton must be mum for feai of loaning all * 


[See also Popular Antiquities of Great Biitaiu,” 1370, 
u 340 j 
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Quart. Rascal, 

rU make you trust, and offer me petitions 
To go o’ score. 

Rose. Grood : ’tis very good. 

Mil. How does tby head, sweetheart f 
Rose. Away, be quiet, Mifliceni 
Sale. Roseclap, you’ll never leave this : I did 
tell you, 

Laab time the captain beat you, what a lion. 

He is, being ask’d for reckonings. 

Mil. So you did, 

Indeed, good Master Salewit ; yet you must 
Ever be ibolisb, husband. 

Sale. What if we 

Do owe you money, sir j is’t fit for you 
To ask it 1 

Rose. Well, sir, there is kw. I say 
Xo more, but there ie law. 

Quart. What law, you cur 3 
The law of nature, custom, arms, and nations, 
Frees men of war from payments. 

Rose. Yps, your arms, captain ; none else. 
Quart. No soldiers ought to pay. 

Sale, Nor poets: 

All void of money are privileged. 

Mil. What would you hm^e I 
Captains and poets. Master Salewit says, 

Must never pay. 

Sale. No, nor be ask’d for money. 

Rose. Still, 1 say, there k law. 

Quart. Say that a^n, 

And, by Belloua, I wul cut thy throat. 

Mil. You long to see your brains out. 

Quart. Why, you mongrel, 

You John-of-all-fcradcs, have we been your guests 
Since you fir^t kept a tavern : when you had 
The face and impudence to hong a bubh 
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Out to three pints of claret, two of isack, 

In all the world 1 

Sale. After that, when you broke, 

Did we here find you out, custom’d your house, 
And help’d away your victuals, which had else 
Lain mouldy on your hands? 

Bose. You did indeed, 

And never paid for't I do not deny, 

But you have been my customers these two years ; 
My jack went not, nor chimney smok’d without 
you. 

J will go fai’tlier ; your two mouths have been 
Two as good eating mouths as need to come 
Within my doors ; as curious to be pleased, 

As if you still had eaten with ready mone} ; 

Had still the meats in season ; still drank more 
Than j our ordinary came to. 

Sale. And your consdence now 
Would have tliis paid for? 

Bose, Surely, so I take it. 

Sale. Was ever the like heard ? 

Quart. ’Tis most unreasonable; 

He has a harden’d conscience. Sirrah cheater, 
You would be question’d for your reckonings, 
rogue. 

Bose, Do you inform ? 

Quart. I hear one o* th’ sheriffs 
Paid for the boiling of a carp a mark. 

Sale, Most unheard-of exactions f 
Bose, Yet surely, captain, 

Ho man had cheaper reckonings than yourself 
And Master Salewit here. 

Quart, How cheap J 
!^se. I say 

Ho more, good captain; not to pay is cheap, 

A man would think. 

Quart. Sir, don’t you reckon air, 

VOL, 3cni, Q 
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And make it dear to breathe in your house, and 
put 

The nose to charges ? 

Bose. Eight ; perfum’d air, captain. 

Quaet. Is not the standing of the salt an item, 
And placing of the bread t 
Eose. a ne^7 way, captain. 

Quart. Is not the folding of your napkins 
brought 
Into the bill 1 

Eose. Pinch’d napkins, captain, and laid 
Like fishes, fowls, or faces. 

Sale. Then remember 
How you rate salads, Eoseclap ; one may buy 
Gardens as cheap. 

Bose. Yes, Master Salewit, salads 
Taken from Euclid, made in diagrams, 

And to be eaten in figures. 

Quart. And we must pay for your inventions, 
sir) 

Eose. Or you are damned ; 

Good captain, you have sworn to pay this twelve- 
month. 

Quart. Peace ! you load, bawling cur ; do you 
disgrace me 

Before these gallants 1 See if I don’t kill you. 


SCENE VL 

Enter Bright, Newcut, Toiotht, Plotwell. 

Bright. Save you, Captain Quartfield, and my 
brave wit, 

My man of Helicon. Salute this gentleman, 

He is a city wit. 
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New. a corporation went to tlie bringing of 
him forth. 

Quaet. I embrace him. 

Sale. And so do I. 

Tqi. You ore a poet, sir, 

And con malce verses, I hear ? 

Sale. Sir, I am 
A servant to the Muses. 

Tim. I have made 

Some speeches, sir, in verse, which have been spoke 
By a green Eobin Goodfellow from Cheapside 
conduit,’ 

To my father’s company, and mean this afternoon 
To make an epithalamium upon my wedding. 

A lady fell in love with me this morning r 
Ask Master JPraucis hero. 

Plot. Heart! you 'spoil all. 

Did not I charge you to l>e silent 1 
Tim. That’s true ; 

I had forgot. You are a captain, sir ? 

Quaut. I have seen service, sir. 

Tur. Captain, I love 

Men of tho SAvord and buff; and if need Avere, 

I can roar too, and hope to SAvear in time, 

Do you see, captain 1 

Plot. Nay, captain, we have brought you 
A gentleman of valour, Avho 1ms been 
In Moorhelds often : marry, it has bedn . . 

To ’squire his sisters, and demolish custu^^ 

At Pimlico.2 [Timothy •mUes awefe.] 


1 Alluding to the quAint speeches anciently delivered by 
fantastic characteis during pageants and processions, vucJi 
as that of the Lord Mayor, those at the entiyof foui^n 
princes, Ac. The speakers were usually placed on condiut'^^ 
marhet crosses, and other elevated situations. — Stewena, 

^ [According to some, .a person who kept a tavern at or 
near Hoxton, but acco^ng'to others, a place in that neigh- 
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Quakt. Afore me, Master Ploti^ell ; • 

] never hop'd to see yon in silk again. 

Sale. I look'd the next liord Mayor’s day to see 
you o’ th* liver}', 

Or one o’ th* bachelor TThifSera^ 

Quart. What, is your uncle deadi 
Plot. He may in time : he’s gone 
To sea this morning, captain ; and I am come 
Into your order again. But hark you, captain, 
What think j'ou of a fish now 1 
Quart. Mad wags, mad wags. 

Bright. B}’ Heaven, it’s tnie. Here we have 
brought one with 

NE^v. Bich Seathrift’s son : he’ll make a rare 
sea-monster. 

Quart. And shall’s be men}*, i’ faith I 
Bright. Salewit shall make a song upon him. 
New. And lloseclap’s boy shall sing it. 

Sale. We have the properties of the last fish.® 
Quart. And if I 


boarbood rein.'vrk«\ble for eeUiog ale. This is a doubtful 
matter. The alee of Pimlico, near Loudon, are still fauiDue.] 
See *’Pimlyco, or Bunne Bed cap, *tis a mad world at 
Hogedeu, ld09, [As only one copy of it is knon o, it migiit 
be lather difficult to see it.] 

*■ [See Dyec’s ** Shakespeare Glossary," in t, A 
vfhifier was originally a plajer on a or fife in a pro- 

cession, and keoce was a name applied to the boys 
walked (generally wiib. flags) in the procesbioa on Ixtfd 
Mayor’s Day.] 

Jiaehelor$ should propeily be youny fli«i fre® oj 

the company. 1 hey attend on tbs Lord Mayor’s Day, mu 
are supposed to be out of their apprenticeships theprecediug 
year. They are considered by the company they belong t® 
pretty nearly in the same point of view as a gentleman ooo» 
alders the upper Bervanta he keeps oaf qf Uvery . — ^ ► 

In some companies, I am well informed, the children ais 
named Thf TrA(ifers. — (note altered). 

* See note p. 2iS to this pUy, 
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At dinner do not give him sea enough, 

And afterwards, if 1 and Sale wit do not 
Show him much better than he that shows the, 
Tombs, 

Let me be tamed into a sword-fish myself. 

Plot. A natural change for a captain! How now, 
Koseclap, 

Pensive, and cursing the loi^ vacation 1 
Thou look’st as if thou mean’st to break shortly. 
Eose, Ask the captiuii why 1 am sad ? 

Quart. Faith, gentlemen, 

1 disciplinM liim for his mdeness. 

Plot. AVhy, these 

Are judgments, Eoseclap, for dear reckonings. 

Tim. Art thou the half-crown fellow of the' 
house) 

Eose. Sir, I do keep the ordinary. 

Tim. Let’s have wine enough ; 

1 mean to driuk a health to a lady. 

Plot. Still 

Will you betray your fortune ? One of them 
Will go and tell her who yon are, and spoil 
The marriage. 

Tim. Noj peace I Gentlemen, if you’ll 
Go in, we’ll follow, 

Eose. Please you enter, dinner 
Shall straight he set upon the board. 

Bright. We’ll expect yon. Come, gentlemen. 
rLEcwwABRICSHK., SAiK3V.U:,QjWH31- 

field, and Eosbolap. 

Tim. But, blaster Frauds, was that 
The business, why she call’d you back f 
Plot. Believe it ; 

Your mother’s smock shin’d at your birth, or else 
You wear some charm about yon. 

Tim. Not I, truly. 

PiA>T. It cannot be she should so strangely doat 



tas: C3TTJSA’ma. 


T^Mimyaa.^afc. t fead yrm T i}m\ 

SC& viQalii 7011/4 TOIL li’gAivTf . 

Sow I wirmm&ets 

Ctae lead my fOTtcue fluci^ and tolii my fatiter, 
T^uafe. t atinT ]~t iTi mflitr/^ii a. lady. 

Tws. M£ ! 

Tgl Aarldida^askyQQLTlioI'vnsl 
HtCft. 1 coM {lst yaa ip^ a joeutg; iqight. 
Tbl Giiod. 


Plot. Searcy comt to years cf yoor du- 
cjetiiMi yet 
Tbl (k<id£Ciii 
PljOT. Apt^ glw.h a greah y»r.in 
IMA meaik to beg yoa. ^~&r Lis daoghter. 

Tdc. 3'l!>si: rare : a^czn»>Qa's die time. 

Plot, FainL, sL* 

Looks you sLotild ias& a Cttle eoortsbip first : 
Tbat don&; let me aIon£ to LaTe tLe pnest 
Iai«&dk£4e. 

Tdl But irerolnot best askmy Mends' cooseui) 
Plot. Hq^ 1 FrienAs’ consent I ihat^s fit 
For nose Lot iknaeis’^ scdis and milkmaids. You 


shall ncft 

Debase your judgment. She takes you for a trit, 
And you sbali matdi h&like one. 

Tdi. Then I TrilL 

Plot, Eat no more voids to th* gallants. 

Tot. Do you thint I am a siere^ and cannot 
holdl 


£nUr Hosuclap, 

BosEw Gentlemen, the company sto sat. 


^[A piece of wit 00 ti^e part of Flotvelli who sjeaatBlfh 
to uiiooato that Tunofcby waa fit to be begged for a fool, a 
custom which was once oommon, and does not ra^uiis a* 
pianatum.] 
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TiK. It shall he yours. 

Plot. hTay, sir, your fortune claims precedency. 

\Exemt. 


SCENE VII. 

Waiiehouse, Sea-thbipt, Cypher. 

Ware. Fetch'd abroad by two gallants, say you ? 
Cyph. Yes, ail-, 

As soon as you were gone : he only stay’d 
To put on other clothes. 

Se.l You say, my son went with ’em too % 
Cyph. Yes, air. 

Ware. And whither went they ? 

Cypil I follow’d ’em to Roseclap’s ordinary. 
Ware. And there you left ’em ? 

Cyph. Yes, sir, just before 
I saw some captains enter. 

Se.v. Well, I give 
My son for lost, undone past hope. 

Ware. There is 

No more but this 3 we’ll thither straight : you, 
Cypher, 

Have your instructions. 

Cyph. Sir, let me alone 
To make the story doleful 

Ware. Go, make you ready then. [Exit Cypher. 
Now, Master Seathrift, you may see what these 
Young men would do, left to themselves. 

Sea. My son shall know he has a sister. 

Ware. And my nephew 
That once he had an unde. To leave land 
Unto an unthzifb, is to build on sand. [Exemsg, 
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ACT m, SCENE h 


’Bbxgsct, Plotweex, Eoseclap, hanging 

out the picture of a strange 

Bb|&ht. *Pore Jore, the captain fox’d® him 
larely. 

Bo^e. O s^. 

He is used to it : this is the fifth fish now 
That he hath shotru thus. One got him ttrentf 
pound. 

New, HotTj Boseolap ? 

Rose. ^Vhy the captain kept him> sir, 

A whole week drunk, and choir’d him twice aday. 
New. It could not be like this. 

Rose. Faith, 1 do grant 
This is the strangest fish. Yon I hare hung 
His other picture in the fields, where some 
Say ’tis an o’ergrown porpoise ; others say 
the fish caught in Cheshire ; one, to whom 
The rest agr^e, said 'twas a mermaid. 

Plot, ’Slight I 

Roseclap shall have a patent of him. The birds 
Brought from Peru, the hairy wench,*' the camel, 


' Mr Steerens observes (oote to ** The Teroj^st,'' act ii 
BC, 2) ttat ft was formerly very common to ex&ibii* ifeAsir, 
either real or imaginary, in this manner, and that it appe&n 
from the books of Stationers' Hall, that in 1604 was poV 
H^ed, ** A strange reporte of a monstrons that ap^arw 
in the form of a woman from her i^aist upward, aeene in the 
sea.” 

The Italians nae Nuow Petce in mnch the same manner as 
we employ tiie phrase ** a strange fish.” ” Nuovo pesce era 
guesto ru-jlfarco ” — Domenidhi’a *‘Facetie,” 1566, p. 268, 

* Made him drunk, or intoxicated him. 

® Probably the same mentioned by Sir Kenelm Digty* 
See note to **The Ordinary” [xli.^ 245.] 



IHE CITY-MATCBC 


249 


The elephant, dromedaries, or Windsor Castle, 
The woman with dead flesh, or she that washes, 
Threads needles, writes, dresses her children, plays 
0* th’ virginals with her feet, could never draw 
People like this. 

New. O, that his father were 
At home to see liim ! 

Plot. Or his mother come, 

Who follows strange sights out of town, and went 
To Brentford to a motion. 

Bright. Bid the captain hasten. 

Or he'll recover, and spoil all. 

Eose. They're here ! 


SCIOT n. 

Enter QuartpIELD and SALEWrr, dressed like tm 
tmmpeto'Sf keeping Cite door; MISTRESS Sea- 
THRiiT and Misiress Holland, with a 'pren- 
tice before *«w, as cmners-in. 

Quart Bear back there I 

Sale. Pray you, do not press so hard. 

Quart, Make room for the two gentlewomen. 
Mis. Sea. AVhat is’t ? 

Sale. Twelvepence apiece. 

Mis. Hol. We will not give’t, 

Msk/t ^ that, will, thAu.. 
Plot. O fortune, here’s his mother I 
Bright. And who’s the other ? 

Plot. One Mistress Holland, the 
Great sempstress on the Exchange. 

Mis. Hol. We gave but a groat 
To see the last fish. 

Quart. Gentlewoman, that 
Was but an Irish sturgeon. 







TTftag tf siwfr 

inib& lodifis^, saii«£tt3 €?« (ornnvm ai 
0&I^mE9^, aoui TaBcvm gg^- 

SsEX. WeDIx trIiffga'A t&lN^ ^linillimi^ 

^ ^ liaiTa ^o«i ^lacea lusiw- 
Eteaar TMfifc tSiiS!Er t 

J^te. BiaiL ]LcLi^t^ Kiiasit&ifi SwiittftnrTrfirj lie 


"in&a.. iiaict!; 

Maa. Ssi^. 1 Imflw mjS‘(5i’‘‘isnL. 

Ms& H0£<.. Ami-t (ifii I> ^ ijm^igr uras mj 
^fgtntnsxiie. 

MilSk SisJL ishk&. a£{=]'aaJzita2L(£i£ wf&^t fenm- 
PlLfiC. idii^tirfhSt Seattinni^ 

Battk tdk^^ agfiA iiniwiai Tan Mfr?w r?- 
Haa. iTyisii- Tfts- m. 1 

AM 3[£.%trii:ie: Isiamy mf f j^d 

TOb wai^y »L Still e^d m 
Is ituigilt mr sm t I -ara.^ 

Wildiu jm tLfcia naawnxffiLg- 

PMWr. Xo5£ skaE *a«- Mas. stsfi^bt. 
jS 1 !|E& Hc-TL- ■^FfcacEi •Witi 3ia5- Kwgfe. SIT? 

Hesc-BT. t SB&akes- 1 ^™-,/ 3 . 

Flotl 'DuiWy tibej’ ©asij ssajr 

Po^ eompmr, -t ibi? sGCiMeti 
Bits. Bsa, lEidl&gd 

1 IcQg to ieb tim J wcTiodeir -^irbetbsr 
"^c y Trill citft lip Ids “fei^y ; idiey say a tteodi 
Will wialrfe Mna irbolb «gg™. 

3 I 1 S. Hol Lo(^ BiIistKss SeaQiriii^ Miai daars 
lie lias! 


1 Tii tnanS ii g tine twBaprt IjcoL SDOiidGd'binBB^ m 

imitalafiB of tlie iSieatR!% vhere^ IwJiase the iKgiiu ^ 
tibe e afa a ui ce ef tiie pnrfogue, time woe wfiai were 
tbrae HNiiidiiieL Seelbloiie'B" Shakespeare** I^Bofiiralf 
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Mis. Sea. For all the world like crabs. 

Mis. Hol. Nay, mark his feet too. 

Mis, Sea. For all the world like plaice. 
Bright. Was ever better sport heard ? 

New. Prythee, peace. 

Mis, Hol, Pi ay, can you read thatl Sir, I 
warrant 

That tells where it was caught, and what fish ’tis. 
Plot. WUHn this place U to he teen 

A wondrous jish, God save tlw (pieen. 
Mis, Hol, Amen 1 she is my customer, and I 
Have sold her bone-lace often. 

Bniaizr. Why, the queen ? ^Tis writ iihe hing» 
Plot, That was to make the rhyme. 

Bright. ’Slid, thou didst read it, as ’twere 
some picture of 
An Elizabeth-fish. 1 
Quart. Bear back there I 
Sale. Make room I you 

Pi lend, that were going to cut a purse there, make 
Way for the two old gentlemen to pass. 

Muter Warehouse and Seathrift disguised. 

Ware. What must we give ? 

Quart. We take a shilling, sir. 

Sale. It is no less. 

- Se.!. Pray God your fish he worth it. 

What, is’t a whale, you take so dear! 

Quart. It is a fish taken in the Indies. 

Ware. Pray despatch then, and shoVt, ns 
quickly. 

Sale. Pray, forbear: you*d have your head 
broke, cobbler. 


^ [See ttr Huth’e **Anoient Ballads apd ^oadsIdeB,** 
1867, p. 218.] 
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"Ware. Yonder is my nephew in liis old gal- 
lantry. 

Sea. TOio’s there too ? my wife 
And Mistress Holland ! Hay, I look'd for them. 
But where's my wise son } 

Ware. Mass, I see not him. 

Quart. Keep out, sir. 

Sale. Waterman, yon must not enter. 

[Cypher presHB in like a uai^rman. 
Quart. This is no plfu^e for scullers. 

Oyph. I must needs speak 

With one Master Plotwell 

Quart. You must stay. 

Sale. Thrust him out. 

Cyph. and one Master Seathrifb 

On urgent business. 

Sale. They are yet employ'd 
In weightier affairs. Make fast the door, 

{They thr^id him ovi. 
Quart. There shall no more come in. Come 
in, hoy. 

Sea. Don't they speak as if my son were in the 
room? 

Ware. Yes, pray observe and mark them. 
Quart. Gentlemen 

And gentlewomen, you now shall see a sight 
Europe never show'd the like. Behold this fishl 
\^Draw8 a curtain; behind it Tdiothy adeep 
like a strange fish. 

Mis. Hol. O strange ! look how it sleeps ! 
Bright. Just like a salmon upon a stwlinrifln 
Street. 

Mia Sea. How it snorts too ! just like my hus- 
band. 

Ware. 'Tis very like a man. 

Sea. 'T has such a nose and eyes. 

Sale, Why, 'tis a man-fish ; 
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An ocean centaur, begot between a eiren 

And a he stock-iiah. 

Sea. Pray, where took ye him ? 

Quart. We took him strangely in the Indies, 
near 

The mouth of Bio de la Plata, asleep 

Upon the shore, just as you see now. 

Mis. Hol. How say ye, asleep ! 

Ware. How ! Would he come to hmd 1 

Sea. Tis strange a fish should leave his ele- 
ment ! 

Quart. Ask him what things the country told 
us. 

Sale. You 

Will scarce believe it now. This fish would walk 
you 

Two or three mile o' th* shore sometimes ; break 
houses, 

Bavish a naked wouch or two (for there 

Women go naked), then run to sea again. 

Quart. The country has been laid,^ and war- 
rants granted 

To apprehend him. 

Ware. I do suspect these fellows ; 

They lie as if they had patent for it. 

Sea The company. 


^ The countrif has been (aidf meaiDB iliat the country 
has been way-laid for the purpose of oatobing him. This 
was the common mode of expression at the time, as appears 
from Middlet^’s “ Chaste Mud in Cheapside,” 1630, and 
other authorities — 

<< i^y the vater-side^she'B sone fsr.erer else I ** 

Again, in the same play — 

mothei's gone to lay the ooauaon stalres.” 


— Collier, 
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Should €xvry ono 1 k1k?b Ids paii^ ironld seared 

Hare £uth enoagh among us. 

'Wake, ^lark again. 

Sale, The Scat^ of Holland 'vroold have hoagbt 
him of U3. 

Out of a great design. 

Sea. mdeed^ 

Sale. Ther offisrd a thousand dollars. 

Qtart. Ton cannot enter jet [Sosm hnoeh 
Wake. Indeetl \ so mach 1 Pnqr, Trhat to do 1 
Sale. Why. fir. 

They ^rere in hope, in time, to make this fish 
Of faction 'gainst the SpanmnI, and do serrice 
Uiito the state. 

Ska. hoTT I 

Sale. Why, sir. next plate-fleet. 

To dive, bore ho'.e* i' th’ bottom of their ships, 
And sink them. Yoa must think a fish like this 
May be taught ^racliiavd. and made a state-fi'ib. 
Flot. As dog« are taught to fetch. 

Ifetr. Or elephants to dance on ropes. 

Bright, And, pray, what honour would 
The state® hare g.ven him for the sendee ? 
Qtart. That, sir, is uncertain. 

Sale. Ha’ made him some sea-count ; or, ’t may 
be, admiral 

Plot. Then, sir, in time. 

Dutch authors, that writ Mfjre Lihentm^ 

Mmht dedicate their books to him 1 
SAmt. Yes, being 


^ “At&re Libernm,’’ wa« the title of a bo<dc written the 
celebrated Grotiaa, to prove ^lat the sea was free to er^ 
nation, in opposition to those who wished to clrcunucribe 
the Bttcch trade. It was printed in 1609, and amoog other 
answers which appeared to it^ wu one by Selden, which he 
entitled '*Mare Ciausnio.*’ * ’ " ' 
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A fish advanc’d, and of great place. Sing, hoy ! 
You now shall hear a song upon him. 

Bright. Listen. 

New. Do they not act it rarely t 
Plot. If ’twere their trade, theyconld not do it 
better. 

Sea. Hear you that, air ? 

Ware. Still I suspect. 

Kis. Hol. I warrant you, this fish 
Will shortly he in a ballad. 

Sale. Begin, boy. 


Song. 

We sliaw no monstyovs crocodile^ 

Not any prodigy of Nile; 

No litmora tJiat stops your 
Like Serjeants gaUants t» the street; 

No sea-liorse which can trot or pace, 

Or swim false galop, post, or race : 

For crooked dolphitss we not care, 

Though on tiheir back a fiddler were: 

The like to this fish, which we show. 

Was nder in Fish Street, old or new ; 

Nor ever sei'dd to tli sheriff's hoard, 

Oi' kept in souse for tlie Mayor Lord, 

Had old astronomers hut seen 
This fish, none else in heaven had been. 

Mis. Hoii. The song has waken’d him \ look, he 
stirs ! 


^ The echinds, a fish which by adheriog to the bottoms 
of ships, was supposed to retard their course. So Lucas, 
lib. T. 674 — 

*'Papplm TsUncna, Buto toids&te xudentes, 

In medlU aquls.'* 




Iran CIT7-UATCH; 


m 

f 0 eftitfcaiti, pox— tako— you-^ptain*' ' 

MfFi. gjSA. Hark, be speaks I 
Tjyr, U=»jtjy- ‘Stomach— , 
iiow's tliiat ^ ' 
ril pawn my life, this is imposture. 

Qk t)-= — > 

PtoT. tU'iU’Cl the captain did not give him his 

i\iU b>ai.U 

Ca4! yotti* dsh 

f The proverh says they*re mute. 

ill 

Ym \<\]\ haw d<»cne he is, and how 

5 Mi uiaa 5 t)^l laim yewr nnme^ 

wiil Vei^'^At. U ad)ter ^ ha has heard lae 
Oftlld '*?spw44;, s.i^d lMlev]s]l enrse sameJamnLes, 
A’nd iiov >'.*.-.1 h^eacd him say, ^is£^^s^jis)-% 

A-h*'^ y,QcSttiS3^]L#^^ 1 ccgEqgflgiifd msj 

'O-^ «ad h®w hti amifflt 11 
1]^ 

-At, 

!*"( ,m;. iif a H 

yem ’istbfsii TWB ‘lau^ht 3mn, 

-[lit ■«tro!iKl 
~)’titti, 'D/’fih. ? ^ 

-'? I f r rn , -A f I cl ' fl ihe 3 
yp.s. 

A -Mj^iii ')ie tv:tw.}\:i^tfllBfe^wiimiflha»Tvto 


HpQiieeu'iilliK.vb.Mb. ^ibscmhtfUCasv^ttOBs. SBaAliro irilivgs 



THE CITY-MATCH.* 


257!: 


New. That may he. 

Quart. He’ll call for drlak, like me, or anything 
He lacks. 

Tim. O Gadj my head 

Quart. D’you hear him t 

Tim. 0 hostess, a hasan 

Plot. ’Slid, he’ll spew. 

Bright. No matter. 

Quart. Nay, I have seen him fox’d, and then 
maintain 

A drunken dialogue. 

Mis. Hol. Lord, how I long 
To hear a little 1 Pray tiy him with some ques- 
tions j 

Will you, my friend 1 
Quart. Sometimes he will he sullen, 

And make no answers. 

Sale. That is when he’s anger’d, 

Or kept from drink long. 

Quart. But I’ll try him. 

Mis. Sea. To see.what creatures may be brought 
to 1 

Quart. Tim, you are drunk. 

Tim. Plague take you, captain, 0 — Lord, you 
made me 

Sea. ’Sdeatli, my son’s name ! Tim do you. 
call him 1 

Sale. He’ll answer to no name hut that. 
Quart. And, Tim, what think you of a wench 
now^ 

Tm. 0, 1 am sick. ; where is she ? 0 

Sea. I’ll lay my life, this hsh is some confederate 
rogue. 

Quart. I drink to you, Timothy, in sack. 

Tim. 0, 0 ! 

Quart. A health, Tim. 

Tim. I can drink no more, — 0 ! 

VOL. XIII. 
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Sale. What, not pledge your mistress 1. 

Tim. 0, let me alone. 

Sale. He is not in the mood now ; 
vSoznetimes you*d wonder at him. 

Quaet. He is tired 

With talking all this day. That, and the heat 
Of company about him, doll him. 

Ware. Surely, 

My friends, it is to me a miracle 
To hoar a fish b])eak thus. 

Quart. So, sirs, *t has been 
To thous<ands more. 

Sale. Come now next Michaelmas, 

’Tis five year we have shown him in most 
courts 

In Christendom j and you will not believe, 

How with mere travelling and observation 
He has improved himself, and brought away 
The language of the country. 

Sea. May not I ask him 
Some questions 1 
Quart. Sir, you may ; but lie 
Will answer none but one of Ub. 

Mis. Sea. He's used, and knows their voices. 

[ICnockinff a% dour. 
Sale. He is so, mistress. How, we’ll open 
door. 

Ware. Well, my belief doth toll me 
Tliere is a mist betore our eyes. 

Mis. Sea. I mar’l 
My wise son miss’d this show. 

Quart. Good people, we 
Do show no more to-day : if you desire 

{They dixiiD ihe curtain before him. 
To see, come to us in King Street to-morrow. 

Mis. Hol. Gome, gossip, let us go; the fish 
is done. 
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Mis, Sea. By your leave, gentlemen. Truly, 
^tis a dainty 

[Exit Mistress Seathript, Mistress Hol- 
land, and 'Prentice. 


SCENE III. 

Enter CYPHER, like a )Vatermaii. 

Cyph. Pnay, ivliich is Master Plofcwell ? 

Plot. I am he, friend ; 

What ia your bu&ineaa^ 

Cyph. Sir, I should speak 
AVith young ifaster Seathrift too. 

Plot. Sir, at this time. 

Although no crab, like you, to swim backward, 
he is 

Of your element. 

Cyph. Upon the water? 

Plot. No, 

But soinething that lives in\ If you but stay 
Till he have slept himself a land-creature, you 
may 

Chance see him come ashore here. 

Tim. 0 — my head — 

0 — Captain — Master Francis — Captain — 0 

pLax. TWfci’B.bi'v voice, sic- 

Sea. Death o’ my soul ! my son I 

Cyph. He is in drink, sir, is he 1 

Plot. Surely, friend, you are a witch;® he is soi 


^ There is an inoldent of this kind, where a man is shown 
for a fish agaanat his will, aod thrust under water whenever 
he attempts to spesk, in the ** Yida de Lazarillo de Tonnes.** 
— Collier, 

* [Thi? word was applied formerly to both sexes. See 
** Gesta Romanorum,” edit. Madden, p. 468*1 
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Cyph. Then I must tell the news to you : 'tis sad. 
Plot. I*U hear’t as sadly. 

Cyph. Your uncle, sir, and Master Seathriffc are 
Both drown’d, some eight miles below Greenwich, 
Plot. Drown’d! 

Cyph. Theywenti’ th* tilt-boat, sir, and I wasone 
O’ th* oars that rowed him : a coal-ship did o’er- 
run us. 

I ’scaped by swimming ; the two ohl gentlemen 
Took hold of one anowier, and sunk together. 
Bhight. How some men’s prayers ai‘e heard ! 
We did invoke 

The sea this morning, and see, the Thames has 
took ’em. 

Plot. It cannot be : such good news, gentlemen. 
Cannot be true. 

Ware. ’Tis very certain, sir. 

’Twas talk’d upon th’ Exchange. 

SuA. We heard it too 
In Paul’s now, as we came. 

Plot. There, friend, there is 
A faro for you. I’m glad you ’scap'd ; I had 
Not known the news so soon else. \Gives him Money, 
Cyph. Sir. excuse me. 

Plot. Sir, it is conscience; I do believe you might 
)Sue me in Chancery, 

Cyph. Sir, you show the virtxics of an heir. 
Ware. Are you rich Wareliouse’s heir, sir ? 
Plot. Yes, sir, his transitory pelf, 

And some twelve hundred pound n year in eartli, 
Is cast on me. Captain, the hour is come. 

You shall no more drink ale, of which one draught 
Makes cowards, and spoils valour ; nor take off 
Your moderate quart-glass. 1 intend to have 
A musket for you, or glass-cannon, with 
A most capacious barrel, which we’ll charge 
And discharge with the rich valiant grape 
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Of my uncle’s cellar. Every charge shall lire 
The glass, and burn itself i* th’ filling, and look 
Like a piece going ofif. 

Quart. I shall be glad 

To give thanks for you, sir, in pottle-draughts. 
And shall love Scotch coal for this wreck the 
better, 

As long as I know fueh 
Plot. Then my poet 

No longer shall ivrite catches or thin sonnets. 

Nor preach in verse, as if he were suborn’d 
By him that ^vrote tlie Whip,^ to pen lean acts, 
And so to overthrow the stage for want 
Ofsaltornik Nor shall he need tonnent 
Or persecute his Muse ; but I will be 
His god of wine t’ inspire him. He shall no more 
Converse with the five-yard butler who, like 
thunder, 

Can turn beer with his voice, and roar it sour : 
But shall como forth a Sophocles, and write 
Things for the buskin. Instead of Pegasus, 

To stiike a spring with’s hoof, we’ll have a steel 
Which shall but touch a butt, and straight shall 
flow 

A purer, higher, wealthier Helicon. 

Salk. Frank, thou shalt be my Phoebus. ^ly 
next poem 

be thy uncle’s tragedy, or the life 
And death of two rich merchants. 

Plot. Gentlemen, 

And now, i’ faith, what think you of the fish t 
WABa Why as we ought, sir, strangely. 
Bright. But do you think it is a very fish t 
Sale. Fes. 


1 Pxynne and his " HistriomaBtix," so often noticed tn 
this play« 
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Xew. *Tia a man. 

Plot. This valiant captain and tMa man of ndt 
First fox*d him, then transform’d him. We will 
wake him, 

And tell him the news. Ho, Master Timothy I 
Tmr. Plague take you, captain 1 
Plot. What, does your sack work still ? 

Tim. Wliere am 1 1 

Plot. Gome, y’ have slept enough. 

JiitiGHT. Master Timothy ! 

How, ill the name of fresh cod, came you chang’d 
Into a seo'Calf thus ? 

New. ‘Slight, sir, here he 
Two fishmongers to buy you ; bate the price, 

Now y‘ are awake, yourself. 

Tim. How’s this ? my hands 
Transmuted into claws i my feet made flounders ? 
Array’d in fins and scales 1 Aren’t you 
AshamM to make mo such a monster? Pray, 
Help to nudross me. 

Plot. W e have rare news for you. 

Tim, No letter from the lady, I hope. 

Plot, Your father 

And my grave uncle, sir, axe cast away. 

Tim. How? 

Plot. They by this have made a meal 
For jacks and salmon : they are drown’d. 

Bkiuht. Fall down, 

And worship sea-coals ; for a ship of them 
Has made you, sir, an heir. 

Plot. This fellow here 

Brings the auspicious news ; and these two friends 
Of ours confirm it. 

Cypii. ’Tis too true, sir. 

Tim. Well, 

We ai‘e all mortal ; but in what wet case 
Had I been now, if I had gone with him 1 
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AVithin this fortnight I had heen converted 
Into. some pike 3 you might ha’ cheapen’d me 
In Fish Street ; I had made an ordinary, 
Perchance, at the Mermaid.^ Now could 1 cry • 
Like any image in a fountain, which 
Kuns lamentations. 0 my hard misfortune ! 

[llefdgni to v>efp. 
Sea. Fie, sir I good truth, it is not manly in you 
To weep for such a slight loss as a father. 

Tim. I do not cry for that. 

Sea. No? 

Tim. No, but to think, 

My mother is not drown’d too. 

Sea. I assure you, 

And that’s a shrewd mischance. 

Tim. For then might I 

Ha’ gone to th’ counting-house, and set at liberty 
Those harmless angels, which for many years 
Have been condemn’d to darkness. 

Plot. You’d not do 

Like your penurious father, who was wont 
To walk his dinner out in Paul’s, whilst you 


^ A tavern Tvhich used to be frequented by Ben JonBon, 
Beaumont and Fletcher, and other wite of the time«, and 
often mentioned in their worb. From the following enu- 
meration of taverne, in an old poem called “ Kewes from 
Bartholmew Fayre” [by Richard West, 1607], the tltlep^e 
of which is loet, we find it wna situate in Oorohiil : — 

“ There hath beeae gieat ea7e nnd utterance of irlne, 

BesideB bcere and ale, and ipoeras flns^ 

In every country, region, and nation ; 

Chefely at HlUin^gate, et tAe SalutaUon, 

And Bor«g Head, neere London Stone. 

Tke Svan at Bowgate^ a taverce well knovne. 

The Jiiter In Cheape, and then the BvH Bead, 

And many like places that make noses red ; 

The Bores Head in Old Elsh Street, three In the Vintree, 

And now of late, St Martin’s In the Sentree ; 

The WindruU in Lotbbury. CA« Skip at the Exchange, 

Kinifa Bend In New ViRh Sireete. where roysten do range ; 

TgR MEEBtAiD IX CoBNir(i.t, ; Bsit Lion in the Strand, 

Three Tuns in Newgate Mu'ket, Old Eiah Street, at the Swan," 
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Kept Lent at lioine; and liad, like folk in sieges, 
Your meals weigh’d to you. 

New. Indeed they say he was 
A monument of Paul's. 

Tim, Yes, he was there 

As constant as Duke Humphrey.^ I can show 
The prints where he sat holes i’ th' logs. 

Plot. He wore 

Store pavement out with walking than would make 
A I’ow of new stone-saints, and yet refused 
To give to th’ reparation.® 
lUtiGHT. IVe heal’d 

H(j’d make his jack go empty to cosen neighbours. 
['lot. Yes, when thei-e was not fire enough to 
warm 

A mastieh-patch t’ apply to his wife^s temples, 
lu great extremity of toothache. This is 
True, Master Timothy, is*t not ? 

Tiu. Y'ea : then linen 
To us was stranger than to Capuchins, 
ily flesh is of an order with wearing shirts 
Made of the sacks that brought o’er cochineal, 
Copperas, and indigo. My sister wears 
Rmocks made of currant-hags. 

SisA. I’ll not endure it : 

Let’s show ourselves, 

Ware. Stay; hear all first, [,iside.j 


^ [Au alIu-»ion wbich has beeu often expiained.] 

* About the year 1C31, Archbisbop Laud, under the 
patronage of Charles 1., undertook the repairing and re- 
building of St Faiil's. On Uzis occasion the king went to 
the cathedral, and, after divine service was performed, 
bolemnly promised to exert liis best endeavours to repair 
the ruins which time, «>t the casualties of weather, had 
made therein. lu oonsequenoe of this scheme, many appli- 
cations were made to noblemen and gentlemen for '&eir as- 
sistance, and, on their refusal to contribute, some were very 
severely censured, and even fined. 
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New. Thy uncle was such another. 

Plot. I have heard 

He still last left th’ Hzfehange ; and would com- 
mend 

The wholesomeness o* th* air in Moorfields, when 
The clock struck thiee sometimes. 

Plot. Surely myself, 

Cypher, his factor, and an ancient cat 
Did keep strict diet, had our Spanish fare, 

Four olives among thi*ee. My uncle ould 

Look fat with fasting ; 1 ha* known him surfeit 

Upon a hunch of raisins, sivoon at sight 

Of a whole joint, and rise an epicure 

From half an orange. [T/iey vntfisffftM. 

Ware. Gentlemen, 'tis false. 

Cast oif your cloud. D'ye know me, sir ? 

Plot. My uncle ! 

Ska. And do you know me, sir ? 

Tui. My father I 
Ware. 

AVe*!! open all the plot ; reveal yourself. 

Plot. Cypher, the waterman ! 

Quart. 'SaleA^it, away I 
I feel a tempest coming. 

[Exu Quartjield and Saltcwit, 
Ware. Arejoustiuck 
AVith a torpedo, nephew ? 

Sea. Ha’ you seen too 

A Gorgon's head, that you stand speechless ? or 
Are you a fish in earnest % 

Bright. It begins to thunder. 

New. We will make bold to take our leaves. 
Ware. What, is your captain fled ? 

Sea. Nay, gentlemen, forsake your company ! 
Bright. Sir, we have business. 

[Exeunt Bright and Newcut. 
Sea. Troth, it is not kindly done. 
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Ware. Now, Master Seathrift, 

You see what mourners we had had, had we 
Been wreck’d in earnest. My grieved nephew here 
Had made my cellar flow with tears ; my wines 
Had charg’d glass-ordnance ; our funerals had heen 
Beu ail’d in pottle-drau^ts. 

Sea. And at our graves 

Your nephew and my son had made a panegyric, 
And open’d all our virtues. 

Ware. Ungrateful monster! 

Sea. Unnatural villain \ 

Ware. Thou enemy to my blood 1 
Sea, Thou worse than parricide ! 

Ware. Next my sins, I do repent I am thy 
uncle. 

Ska. And I thy father. 

Ware. Death o* my soul I Did I, when first 
thy father 

Ih'oke in estate, and then broke from the compter, 
AVliero Muster Seathrift laid him in the hole 
For debt, among the ruins of the city 
And trades like him blown \ip, take thee from 
dust, 

(rive thee free education, put thee in 
My owm fair way of traffic — nay, decree 
To lea\ e thoo jewels, land, my whole estate ; 
P.u'don’d thy foimer wildness ; and couldst thou 
sort 

Thyself with none but iille gallants, captains, 

And poets, wlio must plot before they eat. 

And make each meal a stratagem ¥ Then could 
none 

But I be subject of thy impious scoffs t 
I swoon at sight of meat ! I rise a glutton 
From half an orange ! Wretch, forgetful wretch 1 
’Fore Heaven, I count it treason in my blood 
That gives thee a relation. But I’ll take 
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A full revenge. Make fckee my heir I I’ll first 
Adopt a slave brought from some galley ; one 
Which laws do put into the inventory, 

And men bequeath in ndlls with stools and brass- 
pots; 

One who shall first be household-stuff, then my heir; 
Or, to defeat all thy large aims, I’ll marry. 

Cypher, go, find me Bannswright ; heehall straight 
Provide me a wife : I will not stay to let 
My resolution cooL Be she a wench 
That every day puts on her dowjy, wears 
Her fortunes, has no portion, so she bo 
Young, and likely to be fruitful, I’ll have her : 

By all that’s good, I will : this afternoon 1 
I will about it straight. 

Sea. I follow you. 

\Exem.t Warehouse, Cypher. 
And as for you, Tim, mermaid, triton, haddock, 
The wondrous Indian fish caught near Peru, 

Who can be of both elements, your si^ht 
Will keep you well. Here I do cast thee off, 

And in thy room pronounce to make thy sister 
My heii’ : it would be most uuuatural 
To leave a fish land. ^Las I sir, one of your 
Bright fins and gills must swim in seas of sack, 
Spout rich canaries ui> like whales in maps 
I know you’ll not endure to see my jack 
Go empty, nor wear shirts of coj)pcras-bags, 

Yor fast in Paul’s, you ! 1 do hate thee now 
Worse than a tempest, quicksand, pirate, rock, 

Or fatal lake, ay, or a privy-seaL* 


^ Most of our ancient maps ivill sufficiently illustrate this 
image. The vaoant spaces, occasioned by tracts of sea, are 
usuidly ornamented with these monsters spouting water. — 
{Steevena, 

^ Among the illegal modes of raising money adopted 
by Charles I., after he determined to govern without a 
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(to, let the captain make you drunk, and let 
Your next change be into some ape — ’tis stale 
To be a fish twice — or some active baboon : 

And, when you can find money out, betray 
"What wencli i* th* room has lost her maiden- 
head ; 

Can mount to the king, and can do all your feats, 
If your fine chain and yellow coat come near 
Th' Excliange, Til see toil So I leave you, 

[Exit Seathrift. 

Plot. Now, 

Were there a dext’rous beam and twopence hemp, 
Never liad man such cause to hang himself. 

Till. I have brought myself to a fine pass too. 
Now 

Am I fit only to he caught, and put 
Into a pond to lea^ carps, or beget 
A goodly race of pick’rel. 


SCENE IV. 

Entei' QuartfIELD ami Salewit. 

Quart. How now, mad lads; what ! is the storm 
broke up % 

Sale. What, sad, like broken gamestei-s ! Master 
Timothy, 


IJdrlLwnout, the borrowing of money by writs of privy-seal 
Wds one not the lenst burdensome and oppressive. The 
manner wa-s to direct these writs to particular persons by 
name, requiiing the loan of money, or plate to the amount 
of the money, to he paid or delivered to a particular person, 
for the king’s use. The form of the writs may be seen in 
‘‘ The Parliamenhiry Histoiy,” xiii., 84, where one of them 
is printed. [But m this passage this speaker also intends 
n play on the double meaning of Sfol,} 
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^Slight, who would think your father should lay 
wheels^ 

To catch you thus 1 

Tim. If ever I be drunk with captains nioi*e 

Plot. Where’s Brigiit and Xewcnt 'i 
Sale. TJicy weie i>enfc for to the Temple, but 
left word 

They would be here at supper. 

Plot. They ai’c sure Mends to leave u® in dis- 
tress. 

Quart. What a nuid plot 
These two old mercliants had contriv'd, to feign 
A voyage, then to hunt you out disgui&eJ, 

And hear tliompolves abused I 
Sale. Wo lieiu'd all. 

Quart, If I had stay'd, they had paid me for a 
captain. 

Sale. They had a fling at me. But do yon 
think 

Your uncle in this fiuious mood will marry 1 
Plot. He deeply swore it i if ho do, the 
sleight 

Upon tile card.s, tlie hollow die, Park Comer 
And Shooter’s Kill, are ray revenue. 

Tim, Yes : and a'5 for me, my destiny will be 
To fight by th' day, carry my kitchen and 
Collation at lay back. we;u* orderly 
M3'' shirt i« course, afloi’t lias been the shift 
Of a whole regiment in tlie low toiuitries ; 

And, after all, return witli liali' a log, 

One arm, perchance ray nose shot off, to move 
Compassion in my fatlier who, in pity 
To so much ruin, may be brought to buy 
Some place for me in an hospital, to keep me 
From bridges, hill-tops, and from selling switches. 


^ AHudiug to a metbod of catchiug pikea. — Perjrje, 
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Enter R0SECI<AP. 

Hose. Yonder’s yottr uncle at the field^door, 
talking 

With Baimswright, aa hot and earnest for a wench 
As a recover’d Monsieur. 

Quart. What is this Bannswriglit ? 

Sale. A fellow much employed about the town, 
That contrives matches : one tliat brings together 
Parties that never saw or never met, 

Till’t be for good and all ; knows to a penny 
Estates and jointures : rU undertake he has 
Now Ijn-ng by him (unprovided) some twenty 
Widows of all fortunes that want husbands, 

And men that want wives; and, at an hour's 
waruiiig, 

(Jan make things ready for the priest. 

Quart. Let us 

Devise to get bim hither, and cross the match. 
Plot. I have great interest in him ; the fellow 
loves me. 

Could I speak with him, and draw liim to be 
All actor in’t, I have a stratagem 
That can redeem all, and turn the plot 
Upon these sage heads. 

Enter BansswriGHT. 

Sale. By Minerva, look ! here's Bannswright ! 
Plot. Master Bannswright ! 

Bax. Sai'e you, gallants. 

Plot. You are employed, I hear, to find a wife 
out 

For my young sprightly uncle. 

Ban. Sir, he has 

Hetain’d me to that purpose : I just now 
Came from him. 
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Plot. And do you mean, the match 
Sliall then proceed ) 

Ban. 1 have a lieger^ vench 
In readiness : he’s gone to put himself 
Into ht ornaments for the solemnity. 

I’m to provide the priest and licence : we go 
Some two hours hence to church. 

Quart. Death I you pander. 

Forbid the banns, or I will cut your wizzel,® 

And spoil your squiiing in the dark. IVe heard 
Of your lewd function, sirrah ! You prefer 
Wenches to bawdy-houses, rascal t 
Ban. Good sir, 

Threaten me not in my vocation. 

Plot. Why, Bannswiight, you can be but paid. 
Say I 

Procure the weucli, a friend of mine, and double 
Your bargain, Such a fair reward, methinks, 
Should make thoe of my project. Thou dost !^ow 
My fortunes are engaged, and thou may’st be 
The happy instrument to recover ’em. 

Be my good angel once I I have a plot 
Shall make thee famous. 

Quart, By Mars, deny, and I 
Will act a tragedy upon thee. 

Ban. Gentlemen, 

I am a friend to wit, but more to you, sir, 
wdviis!? J will jJAt 1\? 

Though, then, your uncle has employ’d me, and 
Has deeply sworn to wed this afternoon 
A wife of my providing, if you can 


^ [Probably, nimble, eprigbUy, ¥r, leger; uoleesit should 
be in the sense indicated by Nares in his Gloasaxy ’’ under 
Liedger, i.e., resident; butBansswrigbi is not described as 
% pander.] 

* A. oormption, probably, ot wtsand, or ueoson. — Stccvina, 
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O’erreacb the angry burgess, air, and bring 
His wsdom to the gin, show me the way ; 

I’ll help to lay the &ap. 

Quart. Now thou art 

All lionest-hcartcd pimp : thou shalt for this 
Tje diunk in Vine-dee,^ rascal ; I’ll begin 
A runlet to thee. 

Ban. 2 Gentlemen, let*s in, 

I’ll tell you my design. You, Salewit, must 
Transform yourself to a French deacon ; I 
Have parts for Bright and Kewcut too. Mischief 
Upon their absence i 

Sale. IVe’ll send for 'em. 

Ban, And for Master Timothy, I haA'^e a project 
Shall make his father everlastingly 
Admire his wit, and ask him blessing. 

Qu^t. Come, 

Let’s in and drink a healtli to our success. 

Tur. I’m for no healtlis, unless the glass be less. 

[lilxwut. 


ACT IT., SCENE 1. 

Seathrift, Mistress SEATHRirr, Mistress 
Holland, Mistress Scruple. 

Sea. I did commit her to your charge, that you 
Might breed her, Mistress Scruple, and do require 
Her at your hand. Here be fine tricks, indeed ! 
My daughter Susan to be stol’n a Areek, 

And you conceal it. You wore of the plot, 

I do suspect you. 


1 Perhaps lie means to say Vin tU JDieu; U., lacrmna 
iiteevem^ ’’ 

® [The old copy here, and again jost below, hoa improperly 
Plotwell, for Baunswright must be supposed to mamtain his 
disguise at preset,} 
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Mis. Scr. Sir, -will you but Lear me 
meekly ? 

Sea. No, I'll never trust again 
A woman with white eyes, that can take notes, 
And write a comment on the catechism : 

All your devotion's false. Is*t possible 
She could be gone without your knowledge ? 

Mis. Scr. Will you 

Attend me, Mistress Seathrift^ If my husband. 
To wean her from love-courses, did not take 
More pains with her than with his Tuesday lectures, 
And if I did not every day expound 
Some good things to her ’gaizzst the sin o* th’ 
flesh, 

For fear of such temptations, to which frail girls 
Are very subject, let me never more 
Be thought fit instruct young gentlewomen 
Or deal in tent-stitch. Whoe’er ’twas that seduced 
her, 

She took my daughter Emlin’s gown and ruff, 

And left her own clothes ; and my scholars say, 
She often would write letters. 

Sea. Wliy, ’tis right : 

Some silenc’d minister has got her. That I 
Should breed my daughter in a conventicle ! * 

Mis. Sea. Pray, husband, be appeas’d. 

Sea. You are a fool. 

Mis. Sea. You hear her mistress could not 
help it. 

Sea. Nor your son help being a fish. 

Mis. Hol. Why, sir, was he 
The first that was abus’d by captains ? 

Sea. Go ; you talk like prating gossips. 

Mis. Hol. Gossips I ’slight, what gossips, air 2 
Mis. Sea. What gossips are we i speak. 

Sea. ni tell you, since you’d know. My wife 
and you, 
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SliriZl Mistress Holland, have two tongues, that 
when 

They’re in conjunction,, are busier, and make 
More noise than countiy fairs, and utter more tales 
Than blind folks, midwifes, nurses. Then no 
show, 

Though’t be a juggler, ’scapes you : you did follow 
The Elephant so long, and King of Sweden, 

That people at last came in to see you. Then 
My son could not be made a fish, but who 
Should I find there, much taken with the sight, 
But you two ! I may now build hospitals, 

Or give my money to plantations. [Exit Skathmit. 
Mis. Sea. Let’s follow him. Come, Mistress 
Scruple, 

Mis.'Hol. Just as your Sue left her school- 
mistress, 

My Pen left me. 

Mis. Sor. They’ll come again, I warrant you. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE IL 
Plotwbll, Aurelia. 

Plot. Sister, ’tis so projected, therefore make 
No more demurs : the life of both our fortunes 
Lies in your carriage of things well. Think therefore 
Whether you will restore me, and advance 
Your own affairs ; or else within this week 
Fly this your lodging, like uncustom’d sinners, 
And have your coach-horses transform’d to rent ; 
Have your apparel sold for properties,^ 


^ To malce some of the lesser neoeBsaries of a theatre, 
properties being the usual term for them. So Bottom, ia 
the ** Midsummer Night’s Bream 
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And you refcam to cut- work. By this Imnd, 

If you refuse, all this must happen. 

Ahk. ‘Well, sir, 

Necessity, which hath no law, for once 

Shall make me o* th^ conspiiticy ; and since 

We are left wholly to our wits, let^s show 

The power and virtue of ’em. If your Bannswright 

Can but persuade my uncle, I will fit 

Him with a bride. 

Plot. The scene is laid already : 

I have transform’d an English poet into 
A fine French teacher, who shall join 3'onr hands 
With a most learned legend out ot Bah’lais. 

Aur. But for niy true groom irho, j'ou say, 
comes hither 

For a disguis'd knight, I shall think I wed 
His father’s counting-house, and go to bed 
To so much bullion of a man. Faitli, IVo 
No mind to him : brother, he hath not wit enough 
To make't a lawful marriage. 

Plot. Y' are deceiv’d; 

I’ll undertake, by one week’s tutoring, 

And carrying him to plays and ordinaries, 
Engaging him in a quarrel or two, and making 
Some captain beat lum, to render him a most 
Accomplish’d gallant. Or say he be bom, Bister, 
Under the city-pknet, pray, what wise lady 
I^esires to match a wise knight 1 You’d marry some 
Philosopher now, that should every night 


•• I will dnw ft biU otprvftrtitM." 

See a note on thie paesage.— iSfeeven«. 

Sir Steevena, in his note apon ** Midsumnier Hight's 
Bream,’' (Malone’s Shakespeare, by Boswell, y. 198), says 
that dresses were not included in the propertui of theatres. 
Maine’s authority is to the contrary, if Aurelia's appsr^ 
were to be used for the apparel of the actors. — CoUier. 
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Lie with you out of Aristotle, and loose 
Your maidenhead by demonstoation. 

Or some great statesman, before whom you must sit 
As silent and reserv’d, as if your looks • 

Had plots on foreign princes ; and must visit 
And dress yourself by Tacitus. What he wants 
In naturals, his fortunes will make up 
In honours, Pen. When he’s once made a lord, 
Who’ll be so saucy as to think he can 
Be impotent in wisdom ? She that marries 
A fool is an Hermaphrodite ; the man 
And wife too, sister. Besides, ’tis now too 
late ; 

He’ll be here presently, and comes prepared 
For Hymen. I took up a footman for him, 

And left him under three tiremen’s hands, besides 
Two barbers. 

Auli. AVell, sir, I must then accept him 
With all his imperfections. I have 
Procured a Sir John yonder, 

Plot. Who is't 1 

Attk. One that preaches the next parish once a 
week 

Asleep for thirty pounds a year. 

EiOer a PootjJIAN. 

Foot. Here is a knight 
Desires your ladyship will give him audience. 
Auk. Tis no knight ambassador ? 

Foot. He rather looks like a Knight o* th’ 
Sun. 

Plot. ’Tie he. 

Auk. Let him come in. 

Plot, If you be coy now, Pen, Footman, 
You spoil all. 

Auk. Weill sir, 111 be affable. 
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SCENE III. 

Elder ^IJXOTBY faiUas^ically diessed^ and a 
Footmah. 

Plot. Here he comes ! 

Tim. Sirrah, wait me in the hall, 

And let yonr feet stink there : your air’s not fit 
To be endured by ladies. 

Plot. What ! quarrel with your footman, sir ? 
Tim. Hang him, he casts a scent 
That drowns my perfumes, and is strong enough 
To cure the mother of p^y. Do I act 
A knight well % 

Plot, This imperiousness becomes you, 

Like a knight newly dubVd, sir. 

Tim, What says the lady ? 

Plot, Speak lower. I have prepar’d her ; show 
yourself 

A courtier : now she’s yours ! 

Tim. If that be all, 

I’ll court her as if some courtier had begot me 
r th’ gallery at a masque. 

Plot. Hadam, this gentleman 
Desires to kiss your hands. 

Tim. And lips too, lady. 

Atm. Sir, you much honour both. 

Tim. I know that, 

Else I’d not kiss you. Yesterday I was 
In company with ladies, and they all 
Long’d to be touch’d by me, 

Aur. You cannot cure 
The evil, sir ; nor have your lips the virtue 
To restore ruins, or make old ladies young ? 

Tim. Faith, all the virtue that they have is, that 
My lips are knighted. I am bom, sweet lady. 

To a poor fortune, that will keep myself 
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And footman, as you see, to beax my sword 
111 cuerpo ^ after me. I can at court, 

If I would, show my gilt * i* th* presence ; look 
After the rate of some five thousands 
Yearly in old rents ; and, were my father once 
Well wrapp’d in sear'Clotb, I could fine for sheriff. 
Plot. Heart ! you spoil alL 
Tiivr. Why f 

Plot. She verily believ’d y’ had ne’er a father. 

\Aside.'\ 

Atjr. Lives your father then, sir ? 

That gentleman told me he was dead. 

Tim. ’Tis true, 

I had forgot myself : he was drowned, lady, 

This moiTiing, as he went to take possession 
Of a summerdiouse and land in the Canaries. 
Plot. Now y’ have ixjcovered all. 

Tim. D’ you think I have 
Not wit enough to lie t [Aside."] 

Plot. BreSc your mind to her ; 

She does expect it, 

Tbi. Put, lady, this is not 
The business which I came for. 

Aub. I’m at leisure 
To hear your business, sir. 

Plot. Mark that ! 

Tim. Indeed, 

Sweet lady, Pve a motion, which was once 


^ Cuerpo is on undress : the Spaniards, from whom we 
borrowed the word, apply it to a person in a light jacket 
without bis cabot or c!(^. — ^Mr Gifford’s note on ** Fatal 
Dowry,” iih 390. Cuerpo is the hodff, and t» cuerpo means 
in body clothing.- —(Ollier. 

* i.e., The gmd on my apparel. So in “ King Henry V.” 

« Our g^neu aud our ifili ars all besmerctL'd." 

See a note on this pasaage, tl, 126, edit. 1773. — 
f^teevcna. 
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Or twice this morning in my mouth, and then 
Slipp’d back again for fear. 

Ainu Cowards ne’er won 
Ladies or forts, sir. 

Tim. Say then I should feel 
Some motions, lady, of affection, might 
A man repair Paul’s with his heart, or put it 
Into a tinder-box ? 

Aur. How mean you, sir 1 

Tim. Why, is your heart a stone or flint ? 

Aur. Be plain, sir, I understand you not, 

Tim. Not understand mel 
Y’are the [first] la<ly that e’er put a man 
To apeak plain English : some would understand 
Kiddles and signs. Say, 1 should love you, lady ] 
Aur. There should bo no love lost, sir. 

Tim, Say you so ^ 

Then, by this air, my teeth e’en water at you : 

I long to have some offspring by you. We 
Shall have an excellent breed of wits : 

I mean my youngest son shall be a poet • and 
My daughters, like their mother, every one 
A wench o’ th’ game. And for my eldest son, 

He shall he like me, and inherit. Tlierefore 
Let’s not defer our joys, but go to bed 
And multiply. 

Aur. Soft, sir, the priest must first 
Discharge his office. I do jQot ^ mean to many^ 

Dobcas oui of her Puritan dress. 

Like ladies in New England, where they couple 
With no more ceremony than birds choose their mate 
Upon St Valentine’s day. 

Dob. Madam, the preacher 


^ [Omitted in former edit.] 
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Is sent for to a churcliiDg, and doth ask 
If you bo ready ; he shall lose, he says, 

His chrysome ^ else. 

Aur. 0 miracle I out of 
Your little ruff, Dorcas, and in the fashion ! 

Dost thou hope to be saved t 
Dor. Pray, madam, do not 
Abuse me ; I will tell you more anon. 

Plot. Tell him she’s coming. 

Aur. Sir, please you, partake 
Of a slight banquet i [Fxit DoRCAS. 

Plot. Just ns you are sat, 

I’ll steal the priest in. 

Tim. Do. 

Plot. When you are join'd, 

Be sure you do not oversee, but straight 
Retire to bed : she’ll follow. 

’Tis not three o’clock i’ tli’ afternoon. 

Tim. ’Tis but drawing 

Your curtains, and you do create your night. 

All time^ to lovers and new-married folks 
May be made dark. 

Tim, I will, then. 'By this room, 

She's a rare lady 1 I do almost wi&h 
I could change sex, aud l^at she might beget 
Children on me. 

Plot. Nay, mil you enter? 

Tim. Lady, 

Pray, will you show the way ? 

Plot. Most city-like 1 
’Slid, take her by the arm, and lead her in. 

Tim. Your arm, sweet lady. [Exeunt 

1 [The chnstening-fee.] The chrysome was the white 
cloth thrown over the new-baptieed child. This perhaps was 
the perquisite of the officiating clergyman. The child itself, 
however, was Bometimee call^ a ^vrynme. See a note on 
“ King Henry V.,” vL, 52, edit. 1778. — Stmetu, 
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soeot: IV. 

Bkight, Newout. 

Bright. But are you sure they^re they? 

New. I’ll not believe 

My treacherous eyes again, but trust some dog 
To guide me, if I did not see his uncle 
Coming this way, and Bannswright mth him. 
Bright. Who? 

The fellow that brings love to banns, and banns 
To bare tliiglis ^bout the town ? 

New. The very same, sir ; 

The City-Cupid, that shoots arrows betwixt 
Party and party. All the difference is, 

He has his eyes, but they he brings together 
Sometimes do not see one another, till 
They meet i’ th' churcL 
Bright. Wliat say you now, if Warehouse 
Should in displeasuie marry ? 

New. ’Xis so ; this fellow 
In’s company confirms me. ’Tis the very business, 
Why Plotwell has sent for us. 

Bright. Here they come ; 

Prythee, leVs stand and overhear ’em. 

New, Stand close, then. 


SCENE V. 

£huer WAREHOUSE, BANNSWRIGHT. 

Ware, Msulam Aurelia is her name? 
Ban. Her father 

Was, sir, an Irish baron, that undid 
Himself by housekeeping. 
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Ware. As for her birth, 

I could wish it were meaner : as many knights 
And justices of peace as have been of ^ 

The family are reckoned into the portion. 

She’ll still be naming of her ancestors, 

Ask jointure by the herald’s book, and I, 

That have no coat, nor can show azure lions 
III fields of ai'gent, shall be scorn’d ; she’ll think 
Her lioiiour wrong’d to match a man that hath 
Xo ’scutcheons but them of his company, 

"M^hich once a year do serve to trim a lighter 
To Westminster and back again. 

Ban. You are mistaken, sir. This lady, as 
she is 

Descended of a great house, so she hath 
No dowry but her arms: she can bring only 
Some libbarda’ ^ heads or strange beasts which, 
you know, 

Being but beasts, let them derive themselves 
From monsters in the globe, and lineally 
Proceed from Hercules* labours, they will never 
Advanco her to a liusband equal to 
Herself in birth, that can give beasts too. She 
Aims only to match one that can maintain 
Her some way to her state. She is possess’d, 
AVhat streams of gold you flow in, sir. 

Ware. But can she 
Affect my age ? 

Ban. I ask’d her that, and told her 
Yon were about some threescore, sir, and ten ; 

But were as lusty as one of twenty, or [Aside.] 
An aged eunuch. 

Ware. And what replied she 1 
Ban. She, 


^ t.e., Leopards, animals often introduced into heraldic 
devices. 
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like a true Lucrece, answered it was fit 
For them to marry by the church-book, who 
Came there to cool themselves ; but to a mind 
Chaste, and endued with virtue, age did turn 
Love into reverence, 

Beight. Or sir-reverence. 

New. Prythee, observe. 

Ware. Is she so virtuous, then ) 

Ban. 'Tis all the fault she has : she will out- 
pray 

A preacher at St AntUn’s, and divides 
The day in exercise. 1 cUd commend 
A great precisian to her for her woman, 

Who tells me that her lady makes her quilt 
Her smocks before for kneeling. 

Ware. Excellent creature 1 
Ban. Then, sir, she is so modest. 

Ware. Tool 
Ban. Tho least 

Obscene word shames her ; a lascivious figure 
Makes her do penance, and she maintains the law. 
Which forbids fornication, doth extend 
To kissing too. 

Ware. 1 think the time an age, 

Till the solemnity be pass'd. 

Ban. I have 

Prepar'd her, sir, and have so set you out ! 

Besides, I told her how you had cast off 
Your nephew ; and, to leave no doubt that you 
Would e'er be reconcil’d, before she went 
To church, would settle your estate on her 
And on the heirs of her begotten. 

Ware. To make all sure, 

We'll call upon my lawyer by the way, 

And take hm with us. 

Ban. You must be married, sir, 

At the French church ; I have bespoke the priest ; 
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One that will join you i’ th* right Geneva form, 
Without a licence. 

Wark But may a man 
Wed in a strange tongue I 
Ban. I have Drought together 
Some in Italian, sir; the language doth 
Not diange the substance of the match : you know 
No licence will be granted ; all the offices 
Are beforehand brib’d by your nephew. 

Ware. Well, 

Let’s to the lady straight. To cross him, I 
Would many an Arabian, and be at charge 
To keep one to interpret, or be married 
In China language, or the tongue that's spoke 
By the Great Cham. 

[Exemt Warehouse and Bannsweight. 
Bright. Now, Newcut, you perceive 
ily divination’s true ; this fellow did 
Portend a wedding. 

New. Plague o’ th* prognostication I 
Who’d think that madam were the party ? 

Bright. O sir, 

She’ll call this wit, to wed his bags and lie 
AVith some Platonic servant. 

New. AVhat if we, 

Before we go to Plotwell, went to her, 

And strived to dissuade her^ 

Bright. Let's make haste, 

They II be before us, else. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VL 

Enter Thuothy unbuttoning hmself, Aubelia, 
Plotwell, Dorcas, Footman. 

Tim. By this hand, lady, you shall not deny 
me: 
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Since we are coupled, I ehall think the priest 
Has not done all, as long as I'm a virgin. 

AUR. Will you not stay till night, sir ? 

Tar, Night ! No, faith ; 

Pve sworn to get my first child hy day : you may 
Be quick by night. 

Plot. Madam, your knight speaks reason. 

Tim. I will both speak and do it. 

Aub. Well, sir, since 
There is no remedy, your bed’s prepar’d ; 

By that time you are laid, Pil come. Meantime, 
I’ll pray that gentleman to conduct you. There’s 
My footman to pluck off your stockings. 

Plot. Come, sir. 

Tim. Sweet lady, stay not long. 

Plot. PU ^omise for her. 

[Exeunt Timothy, PLO'rwELL, and Footman. 

Dor. Faith, I admire your temperanee, to let 
Your bridegroom go to bed, and you not follow. 
Were I in your case, I should lia’ gone first, 

And ^rm’d his place. 

Atjb. Well, wench ; but that thou hast 
Reveal’d thyself unto me, I’d admire 
To hear a saint talk thus. To one that knows not 
The mystery of thy strange conversion, thou 
Wouldst seem a legend. 

Dor. Faith, Fve told you all, 

Both Trhy I left my .seheolmietress, 7rho taught me 
To confute curling-irons, and why I put 
Myself on this adventure. 

Aitb. Well, wench, my brother 
Has had his plots on me, and PH contribute 
My help to work thy honest ones on him : 

Do but perform thy task well, and thou winn’st 

him. 

Dor. Let me alone; never was man so fitted 
With a chaste bride, as 1 will fit his uncle. 
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EnUr Footman. 

Foot. Madam, your knight doth call most 
fiercely for you. [Exit 

Aur. [to Doeo.] Prythee, go tell him some 
business keeps me yet, 

And bid him stay himself with this kiss. 


SCENE VII. 

As thy Km, enter Bright, Newcut. 

Bright. By your leave, madam I Wliat, for 
practice’ sake, 

Kissing youv woman ) Lord, how a lady’s Hps 
Hate idleness, and will be busied when 
The rest lies fallow 1 and rather tliau want action, 
Be kind within themselves, an’t be t’ enjoy 
Bub the poor pleasure of contemplation. 

New. And how do you find her, madam ? 

Ahr. Stay, wench. 

New. Lord I 

Does it not grieve you now, and make you sigh, 
And very passionately accuse nature, 

And say she was too hard to make your woman 
Able to kiss you only, and do no more ? 

Bright. Is it not pity, bat, besides the gift 
Of making caudles, and using of her pencil, 

She had the trick o* th’ other sex 1 
Auk. Methinks 

Your own good breeding might instruct you that 
My house is not a new fbundation, where 
You might, paying the rate, approach, be rude, 
Grive freedom to your unwash’d mouths. 

Dor. My lady 

Keeps no poor nuns, that sin for victuals, for you, 
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With ■whom, tliis dead vucatiou^ you may trade 
For old silk Btockisgs and iialf-shirts. They say 
You do offend o’ ih’ score, and siu in chalk, ^ 

And the dumb walls complain you ai^ )>ehind 
In pension ; so that your distressed vestals 
Are fain to foot their stockings, pay the brewer 
And landlord’s rent in woinai\-kiml, and long 
More earnestly for the term than >{orfolk lawyers. 
Bright. "VVliy, you have got a second, lady : 
your woman 

Both speak good country language. 

Offers at wit, and shows teeth for a jest. 
Brighi’. We hear jou ai’d to marry an old 
citizen. 

Ann. Then surely you were not deaf. 

2s EW. And do you mean his age — 

Which hath seen all the kingdom buried thrice, 
To whom the heat of August is December. 

[Eait Dorcas. 

Who, were he but in Italy, would save 
The charge of marble vaults, and cool the air 
Better than ventiducts — shall freeze between 
Your melting arms 1 Do but consider, he 
But marries you as he would do his furs, 

To keep him warm. 

Acb. But he is rich, sir. 

Bright. Then, 

In wedding him you wed more infirmities 
Than ever Galen ^n'ote of ; he has pains 
That put the doctors to new experiments. 

Half his diseases in the city bUl 


1 [Former edit., ix>ca<ton.] 

* [Bun into debt. Scor^ used to be chalked up at tareme. 
Hence the proverb, The tapbter is undone by chalk i ” 
From being a particular phrase, it became general.] 

^ [The aUowance to a kepi mis^sB.] 
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Kin hundreds weeldy : alone [an] hospital 
"VYere but enough for him. 

New. Besides, 

He has a cough that nightly drovms tho bellman ; 
Calls up his family; all his neighbours lise, 

And go by it, as by the chimes and clock. 

Not four loam walls, nor sawdust put between, 

Can dead it. 

AuTv. Yet he is still ricL 
BiiiGHT. If this 

Cannot affriglit you, but that you will needs 
Be blind to wholesome counsel, and will marry 
One who, by tk^ course of nature, ought t* have 
been 

Eotten before the queen’s time, and in justice 
Should now have been some threescore years a 
ghost, 

Lot pity move you. In this match you quite 
Destroy the hopes and fortunes of a gentleman, 
For whom, had his penurious uucle starv’d, 

And pin’d himself hm whole life, to increase 
The riclios he deserves t’ inherit, it 
Had been his duty. 

Axrn. You mean his nephew Plotwell ? 

A prodigal young man : one whom the good 
Old mau, his uncle, kept to th’ inns-of-court, 

And would in time ha’ made him barrister, 

And rais’d him to his satin cap and biggon,^ 

In which he might ha' sold his breath far dearer, 
And let his tongue out at a greater price 
Tiian some their manors. But he did neglect 
These thriving means, followed his loose com- 
panions, 

His lights and Newcuts — two, they say, that live 


^ A higgon was a kind of coif formerly worn by men. It 
is now only in use for children. 
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By tte ne^ heresy, Platonic love ; 

Can take up silk's upon their strength^ azul pay 
Their mercer with an infant^^ 

Bright. Nc^vcut' 

2vew, Aj’, I do observe her chaiuater. Well, 
then, 

You are resolvf'cl to marry? 

Aur. Were the man 
A statae, ro it weie a golden one, 
rd havii hiicL 

Bhight. Pray, tlien, take along to clmreh 
These few 5 on<l %vi«;he«. May your husband prove 
fcjo jealnu^ to «iKpeet that, when jou drink 
To any man. yon khs the place ivlierc his 
Lip> Were before, an<l so pledge meetings : let him 
Think you do cuckold him by looks : nucl let him. 
EiVch night, beibre jou go to rest, admbiister 
A solexiLiKMtli, that all your thoughts were chasto 
That day, and that j ott sleep with all your haira 
Kew. And, which is worse, let him forgot he lay 
With you himself ; before some magistrate 
Swear ’twas some other, and have it believ'd 
Upon recoriL 

£itM' Plotwell. 

Plot. Sister, IVc left your bridegi’oom 
Under this key lock’d in, f embrace your pillow. 
Sure, he has ate eringoes, he’s as hot — 

He waa about to fetch you in his shirt. 

Bright. How’s this ? His sister : 

New. I conceive not this. 


^ [Qraniiiig infant to he the right word, we are perhaps to 
suppose that illegitimate children were BurrepUtlousIy de- 
posited on znercera' counteze, occasioaally, wrapped up w 
parcels. Upon tActr eCrtngi^ appears to mean upon their 
credit,'] 

VOL, XllL 
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Plot. My noble friends, you wonder now to 
hear 

Me call her sister. 

Bright, Faith, sir, we wonder more 
She should be married. , 

IsKW. If^t be your sister, we 
Have labour’d her she diould not match her uncle, 
And bring forth riddles : children that should be 
Nephews to their father, and to their uncle sons. ■ 
Plot. I laugh now at your ignorance : why, 
these 

Are projects, gentlemen ; fine gins and projects. 
Did Poaeclap's boy come to you ? 

Bright. Yes. 

Plot. I have 

A rare scene for you. 

New. The boy told us you were 
Upon a stratagem. 

Plot. Pve sent for Roseclap 

And Captain Quartfield to be here : I have 
Put Salewit into orders ; he’s inducted 
Into the French Church : you must all have parts. 
Bright. Prythee, speak out of clouds. 

Plot, By this good light, 

'Twere justice now to let you both die simple 
For leaving us so scurvily. 

Nhw. We were 

Sent for in haste by th’ benchers to contribute 
To one of ’em that’s Reader.^ 


1 Prom Bugdale’s ^'Origtnes Jnridiciales,” p. 207, &c., 
we leArn that the office of a Header at the Middle Temple 
was held at a great chaige to the person who executed it, 
expences,’’ saya that author, during this time of 
reading^ are very great ; is.<$omuch, as some have spent 
above six hundred pounds in two dayes less tliau a fort- 
night. which now is the usual time of readingy It appears 
also that many gentlemen, who were put by their reading, 
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Plot. Come -with me ; 

rU tell you tlien. But first 1*11 show you a sight 
Much strauger than the fish. 

Mnitr Dorcas. 

Dor. Madam, here^g Bannswright 
And an old merchant to desire access. 

Aue. Bid ’em come in. [Exit DOROAS. 

pLpT. Grentlemen, fall ofP : 

If we be seen, tlie plot is spoil* d. Sister, 

Now look you do your part well. 

Aur. I am perfect. 

[Exeunt Plotwell, Bright, Newcut. 


SCENE yilL 

Entei' Bannsavrioht, TyAREHOtrsE, Dorcas. 

Ban. Madam, this is the gentleman I mention*d, 
I’ve brought him here, according to my function, 
To give you both an interview ; if you 
Be ready, the church and priest are. 

Aur. Is this, sir, 

The wealthy merchaut ? 


were removed from the Bar-table unto a table called. The 
Auncients Table; *'And it is no disgrace,’’ s.iy8 the some 
author, “for any man to be removed hither ; for by reason 
of the excessive chardge of readi/igst many men nf great 
learning and competent practise, as well as others of less 
learning, but great estates, have refused to Read, and are 
here pmced." To relieve the gentlemen who undertook 
this expensive office, it seems to have been usual to call 
upon the students for their assistance ; and this circiim- 
stance is alluded to in the text. [The Ancients' Table is 
the same as the Benchers', and at Uray's Inn the Benchers 
are still called AncienU,'] . 
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Ban. Madam, this is he 
That, if you’ll wear the price of baronies, 

Or live at Cleopatra’s rate, can keep you. 

Aur. Come you a suitor, sir, to me ? 

Ware. Yes, lady, 

I did employ my speaker there, who hath, 

I hope, inform’d you with my purpose. 

Aur. Surely 

Your speaker then hath err’d ; I understood 
Him for my woman : if you can like her, sir. 

It being, for aught I hear, all one to you, 

I’ve woo’d her for you. But, for myself, could 
you 

Endow me with the stream that ebbs and flows 
In waves of gold, I hope you do not think 
I’d so much stain my birth, as to be bought 
To match into a company. Sir, plainly, 

I’m match’d already. 

Ware. Bannswriglit, did not you 
Tell me she’d have me? 

Ban. Yaith, sir, 1 have ears 
That miglit deceive me ; but I did dream waking, 
If she were not the party. Madam, pray you, 

One word in private. 

Aur. I’ll prevent you. Tis true, 

My brother laid the scene for me ; but since 
We’ve chang’d the plot, and ’tis contriv’d my 
woman 

Shall undertake my part. [Aside.'] 

Ban. I am instructed 
I was mistaken, sii* ; indeed the lady 
Spoke to me for her gentlewoman- How 
Do you afiect her, sir ? you see she is 
As handsome as her lady ; and, her birth 
Not being so high, she will more size with you. 

Ware. I say, I like her best. Her lady has 
Too much great house in her. 
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Ban. *Tis right ; this you 
May govern as you list. I’ll motion’t. Lady, 
Fray, pardon our mistake ; indeed our errand 
Was chiefly to your gentlewoman. 

AuR. Sir, 

She’s one, whose fortune I so much intend ; 

And yours, sir, are so fair that, thougli there be 
Much disproportion in your age, yet I 
Will overrule her, and she shall refer 
Herself to be dispos’d by me. 

Ware. You much oblige me, madam, 

Aur. Dorcas, this is the merchant 
I have provided for 5 '’ou : he is old, 

But he has that will make him young, much gold. 

Dor. Madam, but that I should offend against 
Your care, as well as my preferment, I’d 
Have more experience of the man I mean 
To make my husband. At first sight to marry, 
Must argue me of lightness. 

Aur. Princes, Dorcas, 

Do woo by pictures and ambassadors, 

And match m absent ceremonies. 

Dor. But 

You look for some great portion, sir ? 

Ware. Fair mistress, 

Your virtues are to me a wealthy dowry; 

And if you love me, I shall thinx you bring 
More than the Indies. 

Dor. But, sir, ’t may be, 

You’ll be against my course of life. I love 
Ketirement, must have times for my devotion, 

Am little us’d to company, and hate 
The vanity of visits. 

Ware. This makes me 
Love you the more. 

Dor. Then I Ghall never trust you 
To go to sea, and leave me : I shul dream 
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Of nought but storms and pirates ; every Tvind 
Will break my sleep. 

Wake. I’ll stay at home. 

Dor. Sir, there 

Is one thing more : I hear you have a nephew 
You mean to make your heir; I hope you will 
Settle some jointure on me. 

Ware. He’s so lost 
In my intents that, to revenge myself, 

I take this course. But, to remove your doubts, 
I’ve brought my lawyer with blank deeds : 

He shall put in your name ; and I, before 
We go to church, seal *em. 

Dor. On these terms, 

Where is your priest, sir ? 

Ware. He expects me at 
The Fiench Cliuroli, mistress. 

Aur. Come, when you have seal’d, sir : 

111 bear a part in the solemnity. [Exeunt. 


ACT T., SCENE I. 

Plotwell, Aurelia, Bright, NE\ycuT, Quart- 
field, Eoseclap, iwo Footmen, Cypher. 

Plot. Well, sister, by tins hand, I was afraid 
You had. toarc’d. all ; bub I am well eouteut 
You have outreaeh'd me. If she do act it well 
now. 

By Jove, I’ll have her, 

Aur. )She liath studied all 
Her cues already. 

Plot. Gentlemen, how do 
You like the project 1 
Bright. Theirs was dull and cold, 

Compar’d to ours. 
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^EW. Some poet will steal from us, 

And bring*t into a. comedy. 

Quart. The jest 
Will more inspire than sack. 

Plot. I have got Cypher 
Over to our side too : he has been up and down 
To invite guests to th* wedding. 

Ethitr Salewtt Ulc^ a Ourafe. 

How now, Salewit, are they gone home ? 

Sale. Yes, faith, for better for woise. 

I’ve read a fiction out of SaVlais to ’em ^ 

In a religious tone, which he believes 
Por good French litnigy. AVhen I had done, 
There came a christening. 

Plot. And didst thou baptize 
Out of thy Pab’kis too ? 

Sale, No, faith ; I left ’em 
In expectation of their pastor. 

Bright. Newcut, 

Who does he look like in that dress 1 
New. Hum ! why 

Like a Geneva weaver in black, who left ^ 

The loom, and enter’d into th’ ministry 
For conscience’ sake. 

Plot. Well, gentlemen, you all 
Do know your pacts; you, Captain and Banns- 
wright, 

Go, get your properties. For you two, these 


^ Dr Warburton obeervee (note to ** Henry IV.,” Part I., 
aot ii. BC. 4 ) that in the persecutions of the Frotestant^ 
in Flanders under Philip II. those who came over into 
England on that occasion bnrngbt with them the woollen 
manufactory. These being Calvinists were joined by those 
of the same per&uasion from o^er countries, and amongst 
the rest from Geneva. 
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Two mules sliaJl carry you in greater state 
And more ease than the fistula. You, sister, 

We'li leave unto your knight, to come anon. 
Koseclap and 1 wUl thither straight. You, C 3 'pher, 
Know what you have to do. 

Sale. And as for me, 

I’m an. innted guest, and. am to bless 
Tlie venison in French, or in a grace 
Of broken English. 

Quart. Before we do divide 
Our arm 3 \ let us dip our rosemaries ^ 

In one licli bowl of sack to this brave girl, 

And to the gentleman that was my fish. 

All. A^ed, agreed. 

Plot. Captain, you shall dip first. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 

■Warehouse, Ooroas. 

Ware, hfy dearest Dorcas, welcome. Here you 
see 

The house you must be mistress of, which Tidth 
This kiss 1 do confirm unto you. 

Dor. Forbear, sir. 

Ware. How! wife, refuse to kiss me? 

Dob. Yes, unless 

A sweeter air came from you ; y* have turned my 
stomach. 

I wonder you can be so rude to ask me, 

Knowing your lungs are perish’d. 


^ Rosemm'y was anciently supposed to strengthen tbe 
memory, and was therefore distributed at marziages and 
funerals. See a note on **HainleV*x, S55, edit, 1776. 
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AVauE. This is rare, 

That I should live to this great age, and never 
Till now know I was rotten I 
. Dor. I shall never 

Endure your conversation : I hope you have 
Contriv'd two beds, two chambers, and two 
tables. 

It is an article, that I should live 
Eetir’d — that is, apart. 

AVare. But pray you, wife, are you in earnest 1 
Dor. D’you think I’ll jest with age 1 
Ware. Will you not lie with me, then ? 

Dor, Did ever man 

Of your hairs ask such questions ? 1 do blush 
At your unreasonableness. 

Ware. Nay, then 

Dor. Is't fit I should be buried t 
Ware. I reach you not 

Dor. Why, to lie with you were a direct emblem, 
Of g)ing to my grave. 

Ware, I understand you. 

Dob. I’ll have your picture set in my weddings 
ring 

For a Death’s head. 

AVare. I do conceive you. 

Dor. Td 

Eather lie -with an ancient tomb, or embrace 
An ancestor than you, D’you think I’ll come 
Between your winding-sheets? For what? To 
hear you 

Depart all night, and fetch your last groan ; and 
r.w’ morning find a deluge on the floor ; 

Your entrails floating, and half my husband spit ' 
Upon tbe arras. 

ware. I am married 
Dor. Then, 

For your abilities, should twelve good women 
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Sit on these reverend locks, and on your heat 
And natural appetite, they -would ju&t find you 
As youthful as a coffin, and as hot 
As the sultry winter t^t froze o^er the Thames — 
They say the hard time did begin from you. 
"Ware. Good, I am made the curse of water- 
men. 

Dor. Your humours come frost from you, and 
your nose 

Hath icicles in June. 

Ware. Assist me, patience ! 

Why, hear you, mistress — j'ou that have a fever 
And dog-daya in your blood — if you knew this. 
Why did you marry me 9 
Dor Ha, Ixa, lia I 
Ware. She laughs. 

Dor. Tliat your experienc'd age,^ that hath 
felt springs 

An<l falls this forty years, should be so dull 
To think I have not them that shall supply ' 
Your cold defects I 

Ware. You have your servants, then, 

And I am fork'd ^ hum ! 

Doji. Do you think 

A'-woman young, high in her blood 

W^VRE. And hot 

As goats or marmosites 

Dor. Apt to take flame at 
Every temptation— — 

Ware. And to kindle at 

Tlio pictme of a man 

Dor. Would wed dust, ashes, 

A monument, unless she were 

Ware. Crack’d, tried, and broken up 1 
Dob. Bight, sir, or lack'd a cloak 7 


^ [Old copies, ach.\ 
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^yAKE. Mischief and hdl 1 ‘and was there none 
to make 

Your cloak hut I ? 

Don. Not 60 well-lin*d ! 

Wake. 0, you 

Stay’d for a wealthy cuckold ; your tame beast 
Must ha\e his gilded horns? 

Dor Yes, sir ; besides, 

Your age being impotent, you would, I knew, 

In conscience wink at my etol’n helps, if 1 
Took comfort from abroad. 

Ware. Yes, yes ; yes, yes 1 
You shall be comforted : 1 will maintain 
A stallion for you. 

Dor. I will have friends come to me. 

So you’ll conceal— 

Ware. Alas ! I’ll be your pander ; 

Deliver letters for you, and keep the door. 

Dor. I’ll have a woman shall do that. 

Ware. 0 impudence I 
Unheard-of impudence J 
Dor. Then, sir, I’ll look 
Your coifers shall maintain me at my rate. 

Ware. How’s that 1 
Dor. Why, like a lady ; for I do mean 
To have you knighted. 

Ware. I shall rise to honour. 

Dob.. tbiak. YU hswe youx mAVft 

before me, 

Like a device stirr’d by a wire, or like 
Some grave clock wound up to a regular pace ? 

Ware. No, you shall have yourusher, dame, tostalk 
Before you, like a buskin’d prologue,^ in 
A stately, higb, majestic motion, bare. 


^ The stately step and pompous manner, used by tbe pro- 
logue-speakers of the times, ore still retained in delireiing 
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Dor. I do expect it : yes, sir, and my coacli, 
Six horses and postillion ; four are £t 
For them that have a charge of children ; you 
And I shall never have any. 

Ware. If we have, 

All Middlesex is father. 

Doe. Then I’ll have 
My footman to run hy me when I visit, 

Or take the air sometimes in Hyde Park. 

Ware. You, 

Besides being chaste, are good at races too : 

You can be a jockey for a need? 

Dor. Y* are pleasant, sir. 

Ware. Why, hark you, hark you, mistress ; you 
told me 

You lovM retirement, loved not visits, and bar- 
gain’d 

I should not carry you abroad. 

Dor. You! no, 

Is't fit 1 should be seen at court with youT 
Such an odd sight as you would make the ladies 
Have melancholy thoughts. 

Ware. You bound me, too, 

I should not go to sea: you lov^d me so, 

You could not be without me. 

Dor. Not if you stay’d 
Above a year ; for should I, in a long voyage, 
Prove fruitful, I should want a father to 
The infant. 

Ware. Most politicly kind, 

And, like a whore, perfect i’ th' mystery ! 

It is beyond my sufferance. 


the few lines used as a prologue in Hamlet.** These par> 
ticularitiea seem to baTe been delivered traditionally to the 
present race of actors from their brethren in the seventeentlx 
century. 
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Dor. Pray, sir, vex [not] t 
rU in and see your jewels and make choice 
Of some for every Jay, and some to wear 
At masques. 

"Wark *Tis very good. Two days 
Of this I shall grow mad ; or, to redeem 
Myself, commit some outrage. 0 — 0 — 0 ! 


SCENE nr. 

Snter Plotwell and EosecLAP. 

Plot. Sir, I am sorry such a light offence 
Should make such deep impressions in you : hut 
that 

Which more afflicts me than the loss of my 
Great hopes, is that y’ are likely to he abused, 
sir j 

Strangely abused, sir, by one Bannswright. I hear 

You are to marry 

Ware. Did you hear so ? 

Plot. Madam Aurelia's woman. 

AVarb. AVhat of her, sir ? 

Plot, Why, sir, I thought it duty to inform 
you, 

That you would better match a ruin'd hawd ; 

One ten times cured by sweating and the tub,^ 

Or pain’d now with her fiftieth ache, whom not 
The pow’r of usquebaugh, or heat oJt fevers 
Quickens enough to wish ; one of such looks, 

The judges of assize, without more proof, 

Suspect, arraign, and bum for witchcraft. 

Ware. Why, pray ’i 


^ S«e anote on Timon of AtlieDB,” edit. 1778, yiii. 409. 
~-’SteeieM» 
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Plot. For she being passed all motions, impo^ 
tence will be a kind of chastity, and you 
Might have her to yourself : but here is one 

Knows this to be 

\Vabe. An arrant whore 1 
^OSE. I see 

You have heard of her, sir. Indeed she has 
Done penance thrice. 

AVare, How say you, penance 1 

Rose. Yes, sir, and should have suffer’d 

AVare. Carting, should she not ? 

Rose. The marshal had her, sir. 

Ware. I sweat, I sweat i 
Rose. She’s of known practice, sir : the clothes 
she wears 

Are but lier (quarter’s sins : she has no linen 
But wliat she first offends for. 

AYare. 0 bless’d Heaven, 

Look down upon me ! 

Plot. Nay, sir, which is more, 

She has three children living ; has had four. 
AVare, How I children \ Children, say you 1 
Plot. Ask him, sir. 

One by a Frenchman. 

Rose. Another by a Dutch. 

Plot. A third by a Moor, sir; born of two 
colours, 

•Tust like a serjeant’a tnaju 

AYare. AA’hy, she has known, then, 

All tongues and nations % 

Ro.SE. Slie has been lain with farther 
Than ever Coriat travell’d, and lain in 
By two parts of the map, Afric and Europe, 

As if the state maintain’d her to allay 
The heat of foreigners. 

AA'are. 0, O, 0, O ! 

Plot, AA^'hat ail you, sir? 
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■\Vaee. 0 nephew, I am not well, I am not well ! 
Plot. I hope 3 ou are not married ? 

Ware. It is too tine. 

Bose. God help you, then i 
Ware. Amen. Nephew, forgive me. 

Bose. Alas ' good gentleman ! 

Plot. Would you trust Bannswrighfc, sir ? 
Ware. Ne})liew, in hell 
There’s not a torment for him. 0 that I could 
But see that cheating rogue upon the rack now ! 
I’d give a thousand pound for every stretch, 

That should enlarge the rogue through all his 
joints, 

And hut just show him hell, and then recall 
His broken soul, and give him strength to sufier 
His torture often. I would have the rascal 
Think hanging a relief, and be as long 
A-dying as a chopp’d eel, that the devil 
Might have his soul by pieces. Who’s here H a 
sailor? 


SCENE IV. 

Enter CYPHER, like a sailm\ 

Cyph. Are you, sir. Warehouse the rich mer- 
chant 1 

Ware. Sir, my name is Warehouse. 

Cyph. Then you are not, sir, 

So rich by two ships as you were. 

Wark How mean you ? 

Cyfh. Your two ships, sir, that were now coming 
home 

From Oimus, are hotli cast away ; the wreck 

And burden on the place was valued at 

Some forty thousand pound. All the men perish’d 
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By th* violence of the storm : only myself 
Preserv’d my life by STvimming, till a ship 
Of Bristol took me up, and brought me home 
To be the sad reporter. 

Ware, Was nothing sav’d ? 

Cyph. Two small casks ; one of blue figs, the 
other 

Of pickled mushrooms, which serv’d me for blad- 
ders, 

And kept me up from sinking. *Twas a storm 
Which, sir, I will describe to you. The winds 

Bose of a sudden with that tempestuous force 

Ware. Prythee, no more, IVe heard too much. 
Would I 

Had been i’ th’ temp^t. 

Cyph. Good your worship, give 
A poor seafaring man your charity 
To carry me back again. Pm come above 
A hundred mile to tell you this. 

Ware, Go in, 

And let my factor, if he be come in, 

Kewai’d thee : stay and sup, too, 

Cyph. Thank your worsWp, \Exit Cypher, 
Ware. Why should I not now hang myself? 
Or, if 

It bo a fate that will more liide itself, 

And keep me from discredit, tie some weight 
About my neck to sink me to the bottom 
O’ th* Thames, not to be found, [and so] to keep 
my body 

From rising up and telling tales. Two wrecks, 
And both worth forty thousand pound there ! 

Why, 

That landed here were worth an hundred. I 
Will drown myself. I nothing have to do 
Now in this world but drown myself. 

Plot, Fie I these 
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Are desperate resolutions. Take hearty sir ; 

There may be ways yet to relieve you. 

Ware. How^ 

Plot. Why, for your lost ships, say, sir, I should 
bring 

Two 0^ th’ Assurance Office that should warrant 
Theii* safe return ? *Tis not known yet : would 
you 

Give three parts to secure the fourth t 
Ware. I’d give ten to secure one. 

Plot. Well, sir. and for your ^\ife, 

Say I should prove it were no lawful match, 

And that she is another man s — ^you*d take 
The piece of service well * 

ARE. Yes, and repent 
That wlien I had so good an heir begot 
Unto iny hand, I was so rash to aim 
At one of my own dotage. 

Plot. Say no more, sir ; 

But keep the sailor, that he stir not. We’ll 
About it straight. 

[Exmnt PlotwETX and RoSECLAl*. 
Ware. How much I w'as deceiv’d 
To think ill of my nephew, in wJiose revenge 
I see the heavens frown on me \ Seas and winds 
Swell and rage for him against me ; but I will 
Appease their furies, and be reconciled. 


SCENE V. 

{Uamt Warehoitse.] Enter Seathritt, Mistuess 
SEAT fiRiFT, Mistress Holland, Mistress 
Scruple. 

Mis. Sea. Much joy to you, sir; you have made 
quick despatch. 

VOL. XIII. 


u 
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I like a man that can love, woo, and wed, 

All in an hour. My husband was so long 
A-getting me ; so many friends’ consents 
Were to he ask’d, that when we came to church, 
’Twas not a marriage, hut our times were out, 

And we were there made free of one another. 

Mls. Hol. I look’d to find you abed, and a 
young sheriff 

Begot by this. My husband, when I came 
From church, by this time had his caudle : I 
Had not a garter left, nor he a point 
Mis. Scr. Surely, all that my husband did the 
first 

Kight we were married, was to call for one 
Of his wrought caiis more to allay his rheum. 

Mis. Hol. We hear y* have match’d a courtier, 
sir : a gallant : 

One that can spring fire in your blood, and dart 
Fresh flames into you. 

Mis. Se.v. Sir, you are not merry : 
htethinks you do not look as you were married. 
Mis. Hol. You rather look as you had lost your 
love. 

Mis. Scr, Or else, as if your spouse, sir, had 
rebuk’d you. 

Sea. How is it, sir? You see I have brought 
along 

My fiddlers with me ; my wife and Mistress Hol- 
land 

Are good wind-instruments. ’Tis enough for me 
To put on sadness. 

Ware. You, air, have no cause. 

Sea. l^ot 1 1 Ask Mistress Scrupla I have 
lost 

My daughter, sir : she’s stol’n. Then, sir, I have 
A spendthrift to my son. 

Ware. These are felicities 
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Compar’d to me. You liave not match’d a whore, 

BIT, 

Kor lost two ships at sea. 

SE*i. Nor you, I hope? 

Wake. Truth is, you are my friends; I am 
abus'd, 

Grossly fetch’d over. I liave match’d a stew, 

The notedst woman o’ th’ town. 

Mis Sill Indeed, I heani 
She was a chambermaid. 

Mis Hol. And they by their place 
Do wait upon the la/lj, but belong 
TJnto the lord. 

Se\. But is this true ? 

Wake. Here was 

My nephew just now, and one Hoseclap, who tell 
me 

She has three children living; one dapple-grey, 
Half Moor, half English : knows as many men 
As she that sinned by th’ calendar, and mrided 
The nights o’ th' year with several men. 

Sea. Bless me, goodness ! 

^VARE. Then, like a man condemned to all mis- 
fortunes, 

1 have estated her in all 1 have. 

Sea. How ! 

Wake. Under hand and seal, sir, irrecoverably. 


SCENE VL 
£nt€r Salewit, 

Kis. Hoti. Look, Mistress Scruple, here's your 
husband. 

Sale. Be the l«>ave of the fair compand. 

Mis. Sok. My husband 
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His cold keeps him at home» Surely 1 take 
This to be some Dutch elder. 

Sale. Wheie is 

The breed an breedgrooml 0 monsieur, I'm 
com't 

To give jou zhoy, and bless your cap6n; where 
Is your fair breed 1 

Ware. 0 Monsieur, you have join'd me 
To a chaste virgin. Would, when I came to you, 
Y* had used your ceremonies about my funeral. 
Sale. Fooneral i Is your breed dead ? 

Ware. Would she were, 

I’d double your fee, Monsieur, to bury her. 

Sale. Ee can but ieetle English. 

Ware. No, I see you are but new come over. 
Sale. Dover 1 Tere Ee landed. 

Ware. Ay, sir, pray walk in ; that door 
Will land you in my dining-room. 

SiLE. Ee tank you, [Ejuit 

Ware. This is the priest that married us. 

Sea. This is a Frenchman, is’t not 1 
Ware. 'Twas at the French church. 


SCENE VII. 

SfUer two Footmen, hearhu/ the frame of a great. 
ydclwe. Cwrlwm* ircmn.. 

1st Foot. Set 'em down gently ; so. 

2d Foot. They make me sweat. 

Pictures, quoth you; ’slight, they have weight 
enough 

To be the parties. 

l&T Foor. My lady, mr, has sent 
A present to your wife. 

Ware. What lady, jiray 3 
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1st Foot. Madam AureKa, air. 

Ware. 0! 

2d Foot. Sir, they are 

A brace of pictures, with which my lady prays 
She will adorn her chamber. 

Ware. Male pictures, pray, 

Or female 1 

1st Foot. Why d'j'oa ask P 
Ware. Because, methinks, 

It should be Mars and Yenus in a net ; 

Aretine*8 postures,^ or a naked nymph 
Xying asleep, and some lascivious satyr 
Taking her lineaments. These are pictures which 
Delight my wife. 

2d Foot. These are night-pieces, sir. 

Mis. Hol. Lord, how I long to seo 'em I I have 
at home 

The finest ravish’d Lucrece, 

Mis. Scr. So have I 
The finest fall of Babylon I There is 
A fat monk spewing churdies, save your presence. 
Mis. Hol. Pray, will you open ’em ? 

1st Foot. My lady charged us ' 

None should have sight of 'em. sir, but your wife. 
Ware, Because you make so dainty, I will see 
’em. 

[Dra%o$ the curtain; within are discovered 
Bright aizd ISbwcut. 

2d Foot. ’Tis out of our commission. 

Ware. But not of mine. Hell and damnation ! 
1st Foot, How do you like ’em, sir t 
Mis. Hol. Look, they are pictur’d in their 
clothes 1 


^ See {TlandoIpli'B Works, by Haslitt, i. 209.] Aretine's 
jM^ure^ there menticmed, were in fact AreUne'a ^cturea 
postures here aUoded to. — ColOer, 
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Mis. Sea. They stir, too. 

2d Foot, Sir, Uiey are drawn to life ; a master's 
band 

Went to *em, I assure you. 

Wake. Out, varlets, bawds ! 

Panders, avoid my house ! O devil ! are you 
My wife’s night-pieces t [Tltey coitie ou(. 

Bright. Sir, you are rude, uncivil, 

And would be beaten. 

New. "We cannot come in private 
On business to your wife, but you must be 
Inquisitive. Sir, thank God 'tis in your own 
house ; 

The place protects you. 

Bright. If such an insolence 
'Scape unreveng’d, henceforth no ladies shall 
Have secret servants. 

New, Here she comes ; we’ll ask 
If she gave you commission to be so bold. 

Ware. Why this is far beyond example rare. 
Now I conceive what is Platonic love ; 

’Tis to have men, like pictures, brought disguised, 
To cuckold us with virtue. [Z’Aey whisper. 


SCENE VIII. 

Dorcas. 

Dob. He would not ofibr’t, would he ? 
Bright. We have been 
In danger to be searcbed : hereafter we 
Must first be question’d by an officer. 

And bring it under hands we are no men, 
Or have nought dangerous about us, before 
AVc shall obtain access. 

New. We do expect 
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In time your husband, to preserve you chaste, 
Should keep you Tvith a guard of eunuchs, or 
Confine you, like Italians, to a room 
"Where no male beast is pictur’d, lest the sight 
Of aught that can beget should stir desires. 

Dor. I mar’l, sir, who did license you to pry, 
Or spy out any friends that come to me ; 

It shows an unbred curiosity. 

Which I’ll correct hereafter. You will dare 
To break up letters shortly, and eacamine 
My tailor, lest, when he brings home my gown. 
There be a man in't. Til have whom I list, 

In what disguise I list, and when I list. 

And not have your sour eyes so saucy to peep,. 

As if you, by prevention, meant to kill 
A basilisk. 

Ware. Mistress, do what you list, 

Send for your couch out, lie with your gallants 
there 

Before us all : or, if you have a mind 
To fellows that can Uft weights, 1 can call 
Two footmen too. 

Sea. You are too patient, sir : 

Send for the marshal, and discharge your house. 
Mis, Sea. Truly a handsome woman ! what 
pity ftis 

She is not honest. [Aside.] 

Mis. HoI/. Two proper gentlemen, too. 

Lord, that such pictures might be sent to me ! 

[Aside.] 

SCENE I2C 

JSfOer Plotwell and EoseOLAP, ii/ith Banns- 
WRIGHT and QUABTFIEU) disguiud. 

"Ware. 0 nephew, welcome to my ransom! 
here 
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My house is made a new erection ; gallants 
Are brought in varied forma. Had I not looked 
By providence into that frame, these two 
Had been convey'd for night-pieces and landskips 
Into my chaste bride’s chamber. Till now, she 
took 

And let herself out ; now she will be able 
To hire and buy offenders. 

Plot. I’ll ease you, sir ; 

We two have made a full discovery of her. 

Bose. She's married to another man, sir. 

Ware. Good nephew, thou ait iny blessed 
angel. 

Who are these two ? 

Plot. Two that will secure your ships, 

Sent by the office. Seal you, sir : th’ have brought 
Th’ assurance with ’em. 

Ware. Nephew, thou were't bom 
To be my dear pieserver. 

Plot. It is duty, sir, 

To help you out with your misfortunes. Gentle- 
men, 

Produce your instruments. Uncle, put your seal. 
And write your name here ; they will do the like 
To the other parchment. So, now deliver. 

[The?/ suhscnbe, eeal^ and deliver interchangeahly. 
ViARX.. I do deliver this as my act and deed. 

AvA ^ ^jdA 

deed. 

Plot. Pray, gentlemen, 

Be witness here. Upon a doubtful rumour 
Of two ships wreck’d, as they return’d from Ormus, 
My uncle covenants to give three parts 
To have the fourth secured. And these two here, 
[Seathrift, Boseclap, Bright, and New- 
cut subscribe as witnesses. 

As delegates of the office, undertake 
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At that late to assure them. Unde, now 
Call forth the sailor, and send &r the priest 
That married you. 

' Enttr Sale^vit (wtc? Ctphbe. 

"VVaeje. Look, here they come. 

Plot. First then, 

Xot to afflict you longer, uncle ; since 
IVe now are quiet, know all this was my project. 
■Ware. How! 

Plot. Your two ships are richly landed : if 
You’ll not believe me. here’s the sailor who, 

[CtfSER undifffttisiL 
Transform'd to Cypher, can tdl you. 

Cyph. ’Tia very true, sir. 

I hired this travelling ca'^e of one o’ th' sailors 
That came in one of ’em. r they lie at Blackwall. 
Troth, I in pity, sir, to Master Plotwell, 

Thought it my duty to deceive you. 

Ware, Very wdl, sir ; 

What, are these masquers too 1 

Plot. Fdth, sir, these CYPHER. 

Can change their forms too. They are two friends, 

[They undieguUe, 
Worth threescore thousand pounds, sir, to my use. 
Ware. Bannswright and Captain Quartfield ! 
Quart. Isay, old boy, 

Th’ hast a good pennyworth on’t. The jest is 
worth 

Three parts of four. 

Bai 7. Faith, air, we hope you’ll pay 
Tonnage and poundage into th’ bargain. 

Ware. 0, you are a precious rogue ! you lia' 
preferred me 

To a chaste Lucrece, sirrah I 
Ban. Your nephew, sir. 
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Hath married her with all her faults. They are* 
New-come from church. 

Wake. How ! 

Plot. AVonder not, sir : you 
Were married but in jest. 'Twas no church-form, 
But a fine legend out of Rab’lais. 

Sale. Troth, 

This reverend weed cast off, I’m a lay poet, 

[Salewit undisguim. 
And cannot marry, unless’t be in a play — 

In the fifth act or so \ and that’s almost 
AA^om out of fashion too. 

Mis. Sea. These are the two 
That show’d my son. [jf jtde.] 

Alls. Hol. Let’s have our money back, 

Plot. But, uncle, for the jointure you have 
made her 

I hope you’ll not retract. That and three parts 
Of j our two ships, besides what you will leave 
Us at your death, will make a pretty stock 
For young beginners. 

IYare. Am I o’erreach'd so finely ? 

Se v. But are you married, sir, in earnest 1 
Plot. Troth 

AVe have not been abed yet, but may go, 

And no law broken. 

Sea. Then I must tell you, sir, 

Y’ have wrong d me \ and I look for satisfaction. 
Plot. AVhy, I beseech you, sir ? 

Sea. Sir, were not you 
Betroth’d once to my daughter ? 

Mis. Sea. And did not I 
And Mistress Holland help to make you sure ? 
Plot. I do confess it. 

Sea, Bear witness, gentlemen, he doth confess 
it. 

Plot. I’ll swear it too, sir. 
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Sea. Why, 

Then, have yon matched this woman ? 

PLor. Why! because 

This is your daughter, sir. Pm liers by conquest 
For this day s service. 

Sea. Is’t possible I should 
Be out in my own child so ? 

Mis. Sea. I told you, husband. 

Mis. ScE- Surely my spirit gave me ifc wa’S she ; 
And yet to see, now you have nob your wire 
JiTor city ruff on, Mistress Suo, bow these 
Clothes do beguile I In truth, I took you for 
A gentlewoman. 

Sea. Here he rare plots indeed 1 
Wlir, how now, sir, these young heads have out- 
* gone us. 

Was my son o* th* plot too ? 

Peot, Faith, sir, he 

Is married too. I did strike up a wedding 
Between him and my sister. 

Enter Timothy and Aurelia. 

Look, sir ! 

They come without their maidenheads.' 

Sea. Why, this 

Is better still. Now, sir, you might have ask'd 
Consent of parents. 

Tim. Pray forgive me, sir. 

I thought I bad match’d a lady, but she proves— 
Sea. Much better, sir : Pd chide you as a fish, 
But that your choice pleads for you. 


^ In the old copies the name of Penelope (i,e , Aurelia) U 
placed before this line, hut it seems to belong to Plotwdl, 
end to he a continuation of what be has just before eud.^ 
Collier, 
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Tm. Mother, pr*ay 

Salute my and tell me if one may not 
Lie with her lips : nay, you too, Mistress Holland, 
You taught her to make shirts and hone-lace ; she’s 
Out of her time now. 

Mis. Hol. I release hm*, sir. 

Ware. I took your lister for a lady, nephew. 
Plot. I kept her like one, sir. My Temple 
scores 

"Went to maintain the title out of liope 

To gam some great match for her ; w'hich you see 

Is come to pass. 

Ware. Well, Master Seathrift, 

Things are just fallen out as we contriv’d ’em : 

I grieve not I’m deceiv’d. Believe me, gentlemen, 
You all did your parts well ; ’twas carried cleanly ; 
And though I could take some things ill of you, 
Fair mistress, yet ’twas plot, and I forget it. 

Let’s in and make ’em portions. 

Sea. Lead the way, sir. 

Ban. Pray stay a little. 

Ware. More revelations yet? 

Ban. I all this while have stood behind the 
curtain. 

You have a brother, sir, and you a father. 

Plot. If he do live, I have. 

Ban. He iu his time 

Was held the wealthiest merchant onth’ Exchange. 
Ware. ’Tis true, but that his shipwrecks broke 
him. 

Ban. And 

The debt for which he broke I hear you have 
Compounded. 

Sea. I am paid it. 

Ban. Then I thank you. 

^ANNSWIUGET undisffwUea. 
Ware. My brother Plotwell 1 
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Ban. Son, I wish you joy. 

Plot. 0 my blessed stars i my father ! 

Ban. And to you, fair mistress, 

Let it not breed lepentance that I have, 

For my security, to 'scape your father, 

Awhile descended from myself to this 
Unworthy shape. Now I can cast it off, 

And be my true self. I have a ship which fame 
G^ave out for lost, but just now landed too, 

Worth twenty thousand pounds, towards your 
match. 

Se^i. Better and better still. 

Ware. Well, what was wanting 
Unto our joys, and made these nuptials 
Imperfect, brother, you by your discovery 
Have fully added. 


Entw CVPHKR. 

Cyp. Sir, the two sheriffs are 
Within, and have both brought their wives. 
Ware. The feast 

Intended for my wedding shall be yours. 

To which I add — May you eo love to eay. 

When oldj your time woe hut one Tnarriaye’day, 




THE EPILOGUE AT WHITEHALL, 

The author was deceived ; for, should the parts 
And play which you have seen plead rules and' 
arts, 

Such as strict critics write by, who refuse 
T* allow the buskin to the Comic Muse ; 

Whose region is the people, every strain 
Of royalty being tragic, though none slain; 

HeM now, Great Sir, hold all his rules untrue, 

And think his best rules are the Queen and You. 
He should have search’d the stories of each age, 
And brought five acts of princes on the stage ; 

He should have taken measure, and rais’d sport 
Prom persons bright and glorious as your court, 
And f^hould have made his argument to be 
Fully as high and great as they that see. 

Here, he coiifesaeth, you did nothing meet, 

But what was first a comedy i’ th’ street : 
Cheapside brouglit into verse ; no passage strange 
To any here that hath been at th' Exchange. 

Yet he hopes none doth value it so low, 

As to compare it with my Lord Mayor’s Show. 

'Tis so unnke that some, he fears, dad sitv 
Who, missing pageants, did o'ersee the wit. 

Since then his scene no pomp or highness boasts, 
And low things grac’d show princes princes mosl^ 
Your royal so^es will raise’t, and make him say. 
He only wrote, your liking the play. 
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Once more tie Author, ere you rise, doth say, 
Though he have public warrant for his play, 

Yet he to the King’s command needs the Eang’s 
writ 

To keep him safe, not to be arraign’d for wit. 

Kot that he fears his name can suffer wrack 
Prom them who sixpence pay and sixpence crock, 
To such he wrote not; tnough some parts have 
been 

So like here, that they to themselves came in. 

To them who call’t reproof to make a face, 

Who thinlc they judge, when they frown i’ th’ 
wrong place, 

Who, if they speak not ill o' th’ poet, doubt 
They lose by the play, nor have their two shillings 
out; 

He says, he hopes they’ll not expect he’d woo, 

The play being done, they’d end their sour looks 
too. 

But before you, who did true hearers sit, 

Who singly make a box, and fill the pit. 

Who do ^ this comedy read^ and unseen^ 

Had throng'd theatres and Blackfriars been, 

He for his doom stands : your hands are his bays, 
Since they can only dap who know to praise. 


• ^ {Old copy, to,] 
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INTROBDCTION. 


WniiAii HxBiJfaTOiT, ihe son of Thomas Hahington,^ 
of Hendlip, in the eonnty of 'Vforcesfker, Esq., ttos hofla 
at the seat of his fatlier, on Ihc 4ih, or, aa bthera say, 
the 5th, of Xoreinher 1605.- He received his educa- 


^ This Thomas Habiugton was bom 26th October 1560, 
and married Jlaiy, the sister of X«ord Moamteagle, the lady 
who is supposed to have written that letter to her brother 
which occasioned the discovery of the Gunpowder Plot. 
For hsrbounng Garnet and Alchorne, two Popish priests, he 
is said to ha>e been condemned to die, but by the inters 
oesrion of Lord Mounteagle ho was reprieved and pardoned. 
He lived many years aiterwnrds, not dying until the 8th of 
October 1647, at the advanced age of eighty>sevea yean. 
Wood says he surveyed the county of Worcester, aud mode 
a collection of most of its antiquities. He also translated 
“ The Epistle of Gildas, the mc«t ancient Britidi author,” 
12«, X6S6, and had a considemble band in the ^History of 
Edwaid 17./' published by hb son. 

* In a poem on p. 104 of his ** Castara," 1640, Habington 
claims alliance with several noble femilies — 

“Now I resolvs. In trlnmph otmr vene, 
to bring great SViZtot from that fbrelgn hcrse 
Which yet doth to her (ngbt his dust enclose : 

Then to sing ITerOerf, who so glorlons rose 
With the fourth Edward, that hie fWttt doth shine 
Tet in the fslth of noble lisa 
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tion at St Omers and Paris, and at t)ie former of these 
places was earnestly solicited to become one of the 
order of the Jesuits. On his return from Paris, being 
then at man's estate, he was instructed at home in 
matters of history by Ills father, and became an accom- 
plished gentleman. He married Lucia, daughter of 
William Lord Powis, and is charged hy Wood witli 
running with the times, and being not unknown to 
Oliver Ommwell. He died the 30th of November 
1654, and was buried in the vault at Hendlip, by the 
bodies of his father and grmidfather. 

Besides the play now republished, he was the author 
of— 

1. Poems, under the title of “Castara,” 4", 1634; 12“, 
1635, 1640.1 They are divided into three parts, each 
under a ditierent title, suitable to the subject : the first, 
written when he was suitor to his wife, is ushered in 
by a character of a mistress, written in prose : the 
second contains verses written to her after marriage ; 
after which is a character of a friend, before several 


Sometimes my sirclliog spirits I prepare 
To speak tbe mighty i'erey, nearest heir 
la merits, as Id blood, to Charles the Great ; 

Then Derby'9 worili and greatoess to repeat ; 

Or JToriej^’f honour, or ilQunttaoU’t fhme. 

Whose valour lives eternis'd io his name : 

But vhile I think to sing those (tfmy Mood, 

And my Oattarat,” Ac. 

—CoUier. 

1 Mr Park, in a MS, note to a oopj of these poems, iu 
1640, observes, ** The first and second parts of these poems 
wera printed in 1684, 4** ; agaiu (with additions) in 1635, 12** ; 
and the third part was added in 1640. He is said to have 
entitled his collection **Castara” in compliment to his 
mistress, Lucia, daughter of Lord Powis, who became his 
wife." This is evident from a poem on p. 102 of the 
edition of 1640, addressed to Lord Fowls, where he speaks 
of his daughter as Castaia. — Collier. 
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funeral elegies : and the third consists of Divine Poems, 
preceded bj the portrait of a holy^ man.^ 

2. Observations upon History." 8®, 1641. 

3, “Histoiy of Edward IV., King of England,” f*, 
1640, written and publi^ed at the desire of King 
Charles I.* 

Wood observes that the MSS. which our author and 
his father left ^ were then in the hands of the former’s 
son, and might be made useful for the public, if in the 
possession of any other person.^ 

X Fhillipa, speaking of Habington Theatrum Poetarum/* 
1675], says '^that he may be ranked with those who de- 
serve neither the highest nor the lowest seat in the theatre 
of fame.” Mr Paxk is of opinion **that this character of 
him is rather below par ; tor he appears (as an amatory 
poet) to have possessed a supeiior degree of unaffected 
tenderness and delicacy of eeniixnent to either Corew or 
Waller, with an elegance of versification very seldom in- 
ferior to his more famed contemporaries.” Perhaps Habing- 
ton’s '^amiable piety," rendered Mm a peculiar favourite 
with Mr Park.— CoZiter, 

^ Phillips, in his ** Theatrum Foetarum,” complains that 
this work is written in a style '‘better becoming a poetical 
than a historical subject.'*— [In “Jonsonus Vir- 
bius,” verses to the memory of Ben Jonson, 1688, is a poem 
byW. Abington.] 

^ The collections he made of the antiquities, &c., of 
lYorcestershire, formed the foundation of Dr Nash’s history 
of that county. — Collier. 

^ The following is from "Wit's ^creations,” 1640 — 

*• To Mb WlIXIlX IIA0IK6T02^ OB ais ' Oastaba,' a Fobu. 

Thy Muse Is chaste, sod tby Oastara too ; 

'Tie BtraDge at Court : aad thou hodst power to woo 
And to obtain what others were dented, 

!nie fair Oostars for tby rirtoous bride. 

Snjoy what you dare wish, and may there be 
Fair IsBueB branch from both to honour thee.” 

^GUehrial. 




THE PROLOaUE AT COURT. 

TTa'h not obedience o*erral’d. the Author’s fear 
And judgment too, this humble pi^ce had ne’er 
Approach’d so high a majesty : not writ 
By the exact and subtle rules of wit, ^ 

Ambitious for the splendour of this night, 

But fashion’d vip in haste fei ’s own dehghfe. 

This by my lord ^ with as much zeal as e’er 
Warm’d the most loyal heart, is offer’d here, 

To make this night your pleasure, although we. 
Who are tho actors, fear ’twill rather be 
Your patience ; and if any mirth, we may 
Sadly suspect, ’twill rise quite the wrong way. 
But you have mercy, sir ; and from your eye, 
Bright madam, never yet did lightning fly j 
But vital beams of favour, such as give 
A growth to all who can deserve to live. 

Why should the author tremble then, or we 
Distiess our hopes, and such tormentors be 
Of our own thoughts 1 since in those happy times 
We live, when mercy’s greater than the crimes. 


^ Heaumg, most likely, the Earl of Pembroke, at whose 
instanoe the play was represented before the King and 
Queen at oourt-^ot^ier. 




THE PROLOGUE AT THE EEIAES. 

Ere we begin, that no m&n may* repent 
Two shillings and his time, the Au^or sent 
The prologue with the errors of his play, 

That, who will, may take his money and away. 
First for the plot, it’s no way intricate 
By cross deceits in love, nor so high in state, 

That we might have given out in our playbill, 
This day's The Prince," writ by Nick MachiaviL 
The language too is easy, such as fell 
Unstudied trom his pen : not like a spell 
Big with mysterious words, such as enchant 
The half>witted, and confound the ignorant. 

Then what must needs afflict the amorist, 

No virgin here in breeches casts a mist 
Before her lover’s eyes : no ladies tell. 

How their blood boils, how high their veins do swell. 
But, what is worse, no bawdy mirth is here 
(The wit of bottle-ale and double-beer), 

To make the wife of citizen protest. 

And countiy-justice swear 'twae a good jest. 

Now, you have the eirora of his wit; 

Like or dislike, at your own perils be't. 



THE ACTORS^ NAMJlS. 

The Queek q? Aebagoh. 

Becastro, General efthe Pwm efAvra^oiit in love wi^ the 
queen. 

friend to Decaetro. 

^^.ORiiNTio, G'eiierai of t&e /brixe of enamaurtiofiije 
queen. 

Vllasco, a great eommandtr undo' Fhi'mtio, 

Asc vHlOf the King of Caatile disgui»d, 

T^rnuA, a noUeman privy to hie dieguiee. 

Oktaie, a sober courtier, 

SvKHABTiHO, a halfviUted lord. 

Buowfildoba, dwaff to Saimwrtino. 

Flobiana, voife to Sanmartinot 
Cleabtha, a mtty court-lady. 

Caftaist. 

Sebvabtb. 

Seteml SoUHCRS. 
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ACT L, SCENE 1. 

Snter Sanmabttno mid Cxeantha. 

Cle. Mj lord, let*s cbasge tlie subject : love is 
worn 

So threadbare out of fashion, and my faith 

So little leans to vows 

San. The rage of time 
Or sickness first must ruin that bright fabric 
Nature took pride to build 
Ole. I thank my youth then 
For the tender of your service ; ^tis the last 
Good turn it did me. But by this my fears 
Instruct me, when the old bald man, call'd Time, 
Comes stea^g on me, and shall steal away 
What you call beauty, my neglected face 
Must be enforc’d to go in quest for a new 
Knight errant. 

San. Slander not my constant faith, 


^ This play being by the author communicated to Philip 
lESarl of Pembroke, Lord Chamberlain of the Houaehold to 
King Charles 1., he caused it to be acted at court, and 
aftemards published gainst the author’s consent. It as 
revived at the Bestoration, when a Prologue and Epl^ 
logue, written by the author of ** Hudibras,” were spoken. 
— See Butler’s ^'Bemains," voL L p. 185. 
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2^or doulDt the care Fate hath to stop the motion 
Of envious Time, might it endanger so 
Supreme a beauty. 

Cle. Sure, my lord, Fate hath 
hlore serious business, or divines make bold 
T’ instruct us in a schism. But grant I could 
Induce myself (which I despair I shall) 

To hear and talk that empty nothing Love, 

Is’t now in season, when an army lies 
Before our city-gates, and every hour 
A batteiy expected 1 Dear my lord, 

Let’s seal our testament, and prepare for heaven ; 
And, as I am inform’d by them who seem 
To know some part o’ th* way, Love’s not the 
nearest 

Path that leads thither. 

San. Madam, he is but 
A coward lover whom or death or hell 
Can fright from’s mistress : and, for danger now 
ThreaVuin^ the city, how can I so arm 
Myself, as by your favour proof against 
All stratagems of war? 

Ole, Your lordsbip then 
Shall walk as safe as if a Lapland witch 
(You will not envy me the honour of 
The metaphor) preserv’d you shot^free. But 
Who is your confessor? Yet spare his name ; 

His function will forgive the glory of it : 

Sure he’s ill-read in cases to ^low 
A married lord the freedom of this courtship. 

San. Can you think, madam, that I trust my 
sins 

(But virtues are those loves I pay your beauty) 

To th’ counsel of a cassock? Who hath art 
To judge of my confession, must have had 
At least a privy chamberer to his father. 

We of the court commit not, as the vulgar, 
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Dull, ignorant sins : then, that rnnaarried, madam, 
Is rather safety to our lorn 
Cus. My heart ^ 

How sick am I o* th* sadden ! €k)od my lord. 

Gall your dwarf hither. 

Sak. Garragantua ! boy. 

Mntef Beowfildora. 

Cle. Prythee, thy pedigree t 
Sah. Madam, what mean you t 
Olb. 0, anything, but to divert from love : 
Another word of courtehfp, and I swoon. 

Brow. My ancestors were giants, madam; 
giants, 

Pure Spanish, who disdain'd to mingle with 
The blood of Goth or Moor. Their mighty 
actions, 

In a small letter, nature printed on 
Your little servant, 

Cle. How so very little ? 

Brow. By the decay of time, and being forc'd 
Prom fertile pastures to the barren hills 
Of Biscay : even in trees you may observe 
The wonder which, transplanted to a soil 
Less happy, lose in growth. Is not the once 
Huge body of the Homan empire now 

J.A 

Ole. But why change you not 
That so gigantic name of Browhldora? 

Brow. Spite of malignant nature, I'll preserve 
The memoiy of my forefathers : they sh^ live 
In me contracted. 

San. Madam, let’s return 
To the love we last discours'd on. 

Cle.* This, 'my lord, 

Is much more serious. What coarse thing is that 1 
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SiAer Oniate and FlobianX 

Flo. I ow6 you, $ir, for the pleasure of this 
■walk. 

Onl Madam, it was to me the highest honour. 

[Exit Oniate, 

Ole, Welcome, 0, welcome, to redeem me I — 
AVhat 

Can the best wit of woman fancy we 
Have been discoursing of? 

Flo. Sure, not of love % 

Cle. Of that most ridiculous hobby-horse, love ; 
That fool that fools the world : that spaniel love, 
That fawns [the more] the more ^tis kick’d I 
San. Will you betray me? 

Cle. Thy lord hath so protested, Floriana, 
Vowed such an altar to my beauty, swore 
So many oaths, and such profane oaths too, 

To be religious in performing all 

That’s impious towards heaven, and to a lady 

Most ruinous, 

Flo. Good Cleantha, all your detraction 
Wins no belief on my suspicion, 

Cle. Be credulous, and bo abus’d. Floriana, 
There’s no vice so great as to think him virtuous. 
Go mount your mUk-white steed, Sir Lancelot, 
Your little squire attends you there : in suburbs 
Enchanted castles are, where ladies wait 
To be deliver’d by your mighty hand ; 

Go and protest there. 

San. 1 thank your favour, madam. 

[Exit Sanmabtino. 
Cle. It is not so much worth, sir. Come, we’ll 
follow. 

Flo. But stay, Cleantha. Fiythee, what be- 
got 
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That squeamish look, that scornful wry the 
mouth, 

When Oniate parted ^ 

Olk Why, thou hadat 
So strange a fellow in thy company, 

His garb was so uncourtly, I grew sick. 

Flo. He is a gentleman ; and, add to that, 
Makes good the title. 

Ole. Haply he may so. 

And haply he’s enamour’d on thy beauty. 

Flo. On mine, Cleantha 1 
Cle. Yes, dear Floriana; 

Yet neither danger to thy chastity, 

Nor blemish to thy fame : custom approves it. 

But I owe little to my memory, 

If I e’er saw him ’mong the ^eater ladies ; 

Sure, he’s some suburb'courtier. 

Flo, He’s noble, 

And hath a soul— a thing is question’d much 
In most of the gay youths whom you converse with. 
Cle. But how disorderly his hair did hang. 

Flo. Yet ’twas his own. 

Cle. How ill turn’d up his beard ; 

And for his clothes — - 
Flo. Though not fresh every morning, 

Yet in the fashion. 

Cle. Yes, i’ th’ sober fashion. 

Which courtiers wear who hope to be employ'd, 
And aim at business. But he’s not genteel ; 

Not discomposed enough to court a lady. 

Flo. His thoughts are much more serious. 

Cle. Guard me, Fortune ! 

1 would not have the court take notice that 
1 walked one hour with that state-aphorism 
Bach autumn to renew my youth. Let us 
Discourse with lords, whose heads and legs move 
more 
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Than do their tongues, and to as good a sense ; 
Who, snatcbiTig from my hand a gloy^ can sigh, 
And print a kiss, and then return it hack; 

Who on my busk,^ even ivith a pin, can write 
The anagram of my name, present it humbly, 

Fall back, and smile. 

Flo. Cleautha, I perceive 
There h small hope of thy conversion ; 

Thou art resolv’d to live in this heresy. 

Clk. Yes ; since 'tds the religion of our aez : 
Sweet Floriana, I mil not yet suffer 
For unregarded truth court persecution. 

OSSTJNA and OniATE, inth divers SOUDIEBS. 

But what are they appear there *1 
Flo. WeTl away. 

[Ezeunt Floruna and CLEA1ITH^ 
Oss. This is the place for interview. You, who 
are 

Deputed for this service from the Lord 
Florentio, use such caution as boiits 
Youi charge* Howe’er, your general’s person’s 
safe, 

The Lord Decastro having pass’d his word. 

Cm. Yet ’tis my wonder that Florentio, 

A soldier so exact, practis’d in all 
The mystciies of war and peace, should trust 
Himself, wheie th’ enemies’ faith must best secure 
him. 

Oss. The great Decastro, sir, whom our late 
king 

Deputed regent at his death, and whom 
The kingdom judgeth JBt to many with 
His only heir the present queen (though she 


^ Sea note to Lingua,” act ii se. 2. 
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Disdain his love and onr desires) hath proved 
To time and fortune that he fears no danger, 

But what may *vyound his honour. How can then 
Florentio (though he now sit down before 
Our city with so vast an army) choose 
A place for interview by art and nature 
So fortified, as where Decastro’s faith 
Makes it impregnable ? 

Onl Distrust, my lord, 

Is the best councillor to great designs : 

Our confidence betrays ns. But between 
These two are other seeds of jealousy, 

Such as would almost force rehgion break 
Her tying vows, authorise perjury, 

And make the scrupulous casuist say, that faith 
Is the fool’s virtue. They both love the queen ; 
Decastro building on his high deserts, 

And vote of Arragon ; Morentio, on 
The favour he gain’d from her majesty 
When here he lived employed by his great master, 
King of Castile. 

Oss. Such politic respects 
May warrant the bad statesman to dark actions i 
But both these generals by a noble war 
Resolve to try their fate, 

Oni. But here, my lord, 

Snter Sanuartino. 

Is a full period to all serious thought. 

This lord is so impertinent^ yet stul 
Upon the whisper. 

Oss. He’s a mischief, sir, 

No court is aafe &om. 

Oni. What fine tricks he shows 
Each morning on his jennet, but to gjsin 
A female vision fn>m some half-op’d window : 
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And if a lady smile by accident, 

Or but in scorn of bim, yet he (kind soul) 
Interprets it as prophecy to some 
Xear favour to ensue at night. 

Oss. I wonder 

What makes him thought a wit ? 

Oni. a copper wit. 

Which fools let pass for current : so false coin, 
Such very alchemy that, who vents him 
For aught but parcel-ass, may be in danger. 

Look on him, and in little there see drawn 
The picture of the youth is so admired 
Of the spruce sirs, whom ladies and their women 
Call the fine gentlemau. 

Oss. What are those papers, 

AVith such a sober brow he looks upon % 

Oni. Xor platform ^ nor intelligence; but a pro- 
logue 

He comes to whisper to one of the maids 
I’ th’ privy chamber after supper. 

Oss. I praise the courage of his folly yet, 
Whom fear cannot make wiser. 

San. My good lord, 

Brave Ornate, saw you not the general! 

Oni. He*s upon entrance here. And how, my 
lord ! 

I saw your lordship turning over papers ! 

What*s the discovery ? 

San. It may import 

Deca&tro’s knowledge. Hover better language 
Or neater wit : a paper of such verses, 

Writ by th’ ezacteet hand. 

Oss. In time of business, 

As serious as our safety, to intrude 
The dreams of madmen 1 


^ [Programme of policy.} 
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San. My judicious lord, 

It, with the favour of your lordship, may 
Concern the general : such high rapture 
In admiration of the queen, whom he 
Pretends to love \ How will her majesty 
Smile on his suit, when in the heat of business 
He not neglects this amorous way to woo her ? 

£!tUer Deoastro. 

Deo. Ho man presume t* advance a foot. My 
lord 

Ossuna, I desire your ear. 

San. My lord, 

I have a piece here of such elegant wit. 

Dec. Your pardon, good my lord ; we’ll find an 
hour 

Less serious to advise upon your papers, 

And then at large we’ll whisper. 

San. As you please, 

My lord : you’ll pardon the error of my duty. 

\ExU Sanmartino. 
Oss. The queen, my lord, gave free access to 
what 

I spoke o’ th* public ; but when I began 

To mention love 

Deo. How 1 did she frown, or with 
What murdering scorn heard she Decastro named? 
Love ! of thy labyrinth of art what path 
Left I untrodden 1 Humbly I have labour’d 
To win her favour ; and when that prevail’d not, 
The kingdom in my quarrel vow’d to empty 
The veins of their great body. 

Oss. Sir, her heart 

Is mightier than misfortune. Though her youth, 
Soft as some consecrated vir^n wax, 

Seem easy for impression, yet her virtue 
VOL. XIII. 


T 



33B 


THE QUEEN OP AREAGON. 


Hard as a rock of diamond^ breaks all 
The battery* of the waves. 

Deo. Unkiud and cruel ! 

O&S. She charg’d me tell you that a faithless 
Moor, 

■\^Tio had gain’d honour only by the ruin 
Of what we hold religious, sooner she 
"Vyoiild welcome to her bed, than who t* hie queen 
And Love had been a rebel. 

Deo. How a rebel ? 

The jpeople’s suffrage, which inaugurates princes. 
Hath warranted my actions. 

Oss. But she answers. 

The subtle arts of faction, not free vote, 
Commanded her restraint. 

Dec. ^lay oven those stars, 

'Whose influence made me great, turn their aspects 
To blood and ruin, if ambition rais’d 
The appetite of love. Her beauty hath 
A power more sovereign than the Eastern slave 
Acknowledg’d ever in his idol king. 

To that I bowed a subject : but when I 
Discover’d that her fancy fix’d upon 
Florcntio (General now of th’ enemy's army), 

I let the people use their severe way, 

And they restrain’d her. 

Oss. But, my lord, their guilt 
Is made your crime. Yet all this new affliction 
Disturbs her not to anger, but disdain. 

Dec. She hath a glorious spirit. Yet tlie 
world, 

The envious world itself, must justify, 

That ho*wsoever fortune yielded up 
The sceptre to mjr power, I did but kiss it, 

And offer’d it again into her hand. 
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Enter Floeentio, Velasco, and oHhers. 

Oni. My lord, the general of Castile, Florentio. 
Dec. He*B safely welcome. Now let each man 
keep 

At a due distance. I hare here attended 
Your lordship’s presence. 

Flo. O my lord, are we, 

Whom love ohligeth to the same allegiance, 
Brought hither on these terns f 
Dec. They’re terms of honour, 

And I yet never knew to frame excuse, 

Where that begot the quarrel. 

Flo. Yet methinks 

We might have found another way to it. 

We might have sought out danger, where the 
proud, 

Insulting Moor profanes our holy places. 

The noise of war had been no trouble then ; 

But now too much ’twill fright the gentle ear 
Of her we both are vow’d to serve, 

Dec. That love, 

Which arms us both, bears witness that I had 
Much rather have encounter’d lightning, than 
Create the least distraction to her peace. 

But since the vote of Anagon decrees 
That my long service hath the justest claim 
To challenge her regard, thus 1 must stand 
Arm’d to make good the title. 

Flo. This vain language 
Scarce moves my pity. What desert can rise 
So high to merit her ? W'ere each short moment 
O’ th’ longest-liVd commander lengthen’d to 
An age, and that exposed to dangers mighty. 

As cowards frame them, can you think his service 
Might challenge her regard? Like th’ heavenly 
bounty, 
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She may distribute favour ; but ’tis ein 
To say our merits may pretend a title, 

Dec. You talk, sir, like a courtier. 
bYo. But, my lord, 

You’ll find a soldier in this arm which, strengthen'd 
By such a cause, may level mountains high. 

As those the giants (emblems of your thoughts) 
Piled up to have scaVd heaven. 

Deo. That must be 

Decided hy the sword : and if, my lord, 

Our interview hath no more sober end 
Than a dispute so froward, let us make 
The trumpet drown the noise, 

Plo. You shall not want 
That music. But before we yielded up 
Our reason unto fury, I desired 
We might expostulate the ground of this 
So fatal war, and bring you to that low 
Obedience nature placed you in. 

Deo. My ear attends you. 

Flo. Where is then that humble zeal ' 

You owe a mistress, if you can throw off 
That duty which you owe her as your queen 1 
What justice (that fair rule of human actions) 

Can you pretend for taking arms 1 
Dec. Pray, forward. 

Flo. I’ll not deny (for from an enemy 
I’ll not detract) during her nonagev when 
The public choice and her great father’s will 
Enthron’d you in the government, you manag’d 
Affairs with prudence equal to the fame 
You gain’d : and when your sword did fight her 
quarrel, 

’Twas crown’d with victory. 

Dec. I thank your memory. 

Flo. But hence ambition and ingratitude 
Drew only venom : for by these great actions 
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you labour'd not t' advance her state or honour, 
But subtly wrought upon the people's love — 

A love begot by error, following still 
Apparency, not truth. 

Deo. You construe fairly. 

Flo. The sun is not more visible, when not 
One doud wrinkles the brow of heaven ; for 
On that false strength you had i' th' multitude 
You swell’d to insolence, dared court your queen, 
Boasting your merit like some wanton tyrant 
I* th' vanity of a new conquest. And, 

When you perceiv’d her judgment did instruct her 
To frown on the attempt, profanely, 'gainst 
All laws of love and majesty, you made 
The people in your quarrel seize upon 
The sacred person of the fairest queen 
Story e’er boasted. 

Dec. Have you done, my lord ? 

Flo. Not yet. This injury provok'd my 
master 

To raise these mighty forces for her rescue, 

And named me general : whose aim is not 
A vain ambition, but f advance her service. 

Ere we begin to punish, take this offer : 

Hestore the queen to liberty, with each 
Due circumstance that such a majesty 
May challenge, freely to make choice of whom 
She shall advance to th' honour of her bed. 

If your deserts bear that high rate you mention, 
Why should you doubt your fortune t On these terms 
The king, Emg of Castile, may be induced 
To pardon the error of your ruin. 

Deo. Thus, 

In short, my answer. How unlimited 
Soe'er my power hath been, my reason and 
My love have circumscrib'd it. True, the queen 
Stands now restrain'd : but 'tis by the decree 
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Of the whole kingdom, lest her error ehonld 
Persuade her to some man less worthy. 

Flo. How! 

Dec. Less worthy than myself ; for so they 
judge 

The proudest subject to a foreign prince, 
liut when you mention love, where are your 
blushes ) 

What can you answer for the practising 
The queen's affection, when embassador 
You lay here from Castile, pretending only 
Affairs importing both the kingdoms ^ Nor 
Can you, my lord, be tax'd by your discretion, 
That by the humblest arts of love you labour 
To win so bright a beauty, and a queen 
So potent. Your affection looks not here 
Without an eyo upon your profit. 

Flo. Witness, Love ! 

Deo. Ho protestation. If you will withdraw 
Your forces from our kingdom, and permit 
Us to our laws and government, that peace, 

Which hath continued many ages sacred, 

Stands firm between us. But if not 

Flo. To arms ! 

Dec. Pray stay, my lord. Doth not your lord- 
ship see 

Th’ advantage I have in the place 1 With how 
Much ease I may secure my fortune from 
The greatest danger of your forces ? 

Flo, Ha ! 

'Twas inconsiderate in me : but I trusted 
To th' honour of your word, which you'll not 
violate. 

Deo. Go safely off, my lord. And now be 
duinb 

All talk of peace : we'll parley in the drum. 

[JSxeunt several wapSy the drum heating. 
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AOT IL, SCENE 1. 

Enter Sanmahtino, Captain, Soldier, and 
Browfildora. 

Capt. Come on, you Atlases of Arragon : 

You by whose powers the Castilian cloud 
Was forc’d to vanish. We have ferk’d Florentio 
In the right arm ; made the enamour’d Don 
Ketire to doleful tent. 

San. We sallied bravely. 

Capt. Thou didst i* th’ sally fight like lightning, 
Conde j 

Let the air play with thy plume, most puissant peer. 
No Conde Saumartino now, but Conde 
St George, that Cappadocian mamat-arms. 

Thou hast done wonders, wonders big with story, 
Fit to be sung in lofty epic strain ; 

For writing which the poet shall behold, 

That which creates a Conde, gold ; gold which 
Shall make him wanton with some suburb muse, 
And Hippocrene flow with Canary billow. 

Th’ art high in feat of arma 

San. Captain, I think 1 did my part. 

Capt. Base is the wight that thinks : ^ 

Let Condes small in spirit drink harsh sherry, 
Then quarrel with promoting knights, and fine 
for't ; 

Thou art in mettle mighty, tough as steel, 

As Bilboa or Toledo steel. Fight on. 

Let acres sink, and bank of money melt ; 


^ A sort of parody on the exclamation of Pistol in “ Henry 
V.,” act ii. 8C. 1 — 

"Bose Is the Blaye tbatpajel*’ 

Mr Steevene, in a note on the paBsage, points out a similar 
expreesidn in Heywood’s “Fair Maid of the West.’’^ Collier. 
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Forsake thy lady’s lap, and sleep with us 
Upon the bed of honour, the dull earth. 

’Tis that will make thee held a potent peer, 

’Mong men o' th' pike, of buff, and bandolier. 

San. Thou speak’st brave language, captain. 
Capt. I’ll mamtain 
'Tis Arragonian, Conde. 

Brow. Captain Cedar, 

Though in thy language lofty, give a shrub 
Leave to salute thee. Sure, we two are near 
In blood and great attempt. Don Hercules 
Was, as I read in Chaldean chronicle, 

Our common ancestor ; Don Hercules, 

Who rifled nymph on top of Apennine. 

Capt. Small imp, avaunt I 
Brow. Stout sturdy oak, that grows 
So high in field of Mars, 0, let no tempest 
Shako thee from hence 1 And now I have with 
labour 

Attain’d thy language, 1*11 thy truchman^ be. 


^ Thine interpreter, Tr«c7tCTia7i, Fr. See Cotgrave. 
— Steevent. 

The word ia not very common in our old writers, but it 
is found [in two or three plays printed in the present series, 
and] inapaesage quoted in '^England’s FamassuB,” 1600, 
[from Qreene's *‘Menaphone/’ 1580] — 

« Seld spealceth lore, Out wshes hSe secret paincs ; 

Tearcs are liis <ru(A<flien.’ words do make him tremble." 

Again, in Whetstone’s “Heptameron,” 1582: “For he 
that is the Trouditman of a str^ger’s tongue may well de- 
dare his meaning, but yet shall marre the grace of his tale.” 
— CdXier. 

[In “England’s FamassuE^*’ 1600, is the following line 
from James I.’b “ Essayes of a Frentise,” 1684— 

•I Dame Nature’s trunchmen, hearens Interprets true;” 
and Park, in his reprint of the book, not knowing the mean- 
ing of troucAman, supposed trunohfMn to be misprinted for 
treTwhman.'l 
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Interpret for tliee to those smaller souls, 

Who wonder when they understand not : souls 
Whom courtiers* gaudy outside captivates 
And plume of coroneL 
Capt. I must expire, 

Not talk to fish. Seest thou that man of match 1 
Though small in stature, mighty he’s in soul, 

And rich in gifts of mind, though poor in 
robes : 

Eeward, like Philip’s heir, his daring arm, 

Which fetch’d thee off from danger. Once again, 
Most doughty Don, adieu. 

Brow. Great Don Saltpetre, 

I am the servant of thy fam'd caliver. 

San. These are strong lines. Now, friend, art 
thou 0 * th* garrison 1 
Sol. If *t please your lordship. 

San. It doth not please me, 

It is indifferent ; I care not what thou art. 

Art thou extremely poor 1 
Sol. If ’t please your lordship.' 

San, No, not that neither. Why should I 
malign 

So far thy fortune as to wish thee poor ? 

’Twere safer for my purse if thou wert rich ; 

Then all reward were base. 

Sol. If ’t please your lordship. 

San. O, no more prologue ! Prythee, the first 
scene : 

To the business, man. 

Sol. Then I must tell your lordship, 

I scorn that wealth makes you thus wanton, and 
That wit which fools you. Did the royal favour 
Shine but on you, without enlar^g warmth 
To any other, I in this tom outside 
Should laugh at you, if insolent. 

San. This is saucy. 
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Sol. I tell thee, petulant lord, Til cut thy throat, 
Unless thou learn more honour. 

San. What shall I do ? 


Ent&r Floriana wnd Oleantha. 


But see Cleantha ! Kot to be made drandee, 
Would I she should discover me in parley 
With such coarse clothes. There, fellow, take that 
gold, 

And let me see thy face no more. Away ! 

Sol. There *tis again. I will not owe one hour 
\ThroiJB8 hach the money. 
Of mirth to such a bounty : I can starve 
At easier rate, than live beholden to 
The boast of any giver. Lord ! I scorn 
Thee, and that gold which first created thee. 

[Sxit Soldier. 

Flo. That soldier seem’d to carry anger in 
His look, my lord. 

San. What should his anger move me ? 

Clb. 0 no, my lord : the world speaks wonders 
of 

Your mighty puissance. 

Flo. 'Tis my joy /are safe. 

But why adventured you into this quarrel ? ^ 

Ole. The queen will hardly thank your valour, 
since 

They of Castile profess’d themselves her soldiers. 
San. The queen must pardon courage 3 men 
who are 


Of daring spirit, so they may but fight, 
Examine not the cause. 


Flo. She doth expect us. 


^ This question, by an error of the prese, "DodAe/Y and 
Reed botii allowed to be given to Florentio. — OoUter. 




THE QUEEN OF ABHAGON. 


347 


Cle. I 'will attend her here, for here she gives 
Decastro audience. 1 must not lose 
This lord yet, it so near concerns my mirth. 

San. ^dam, I wonder with what confldenGe 
You, after such an injury, dare endanger 
Discourse with me. 

Cle. I injure you, my lord, 

Whose favour I have courted with more zeal 
Than well my sex can warrant ; triumph not 
Too much upon my weakness, ’cause yon have 
Got victory o’er my heart; take not delight 
To make my grief your sport. 

San. Be Avitty still, 

And keep me for a trophy of your pride. 

I hope to see that beauty at an ebb ; 

Where will be then your overflow of servants f 
You’ll then repent your pride. 

Ole. 0 never, never ; 

If you’ll particularise your vows to me — 

You, who to th’ title of the courtly lord 
Have added that of valiant ; and beshrew me, 
She’s no good housewife of her fame that wants 
A daring servant. 

San. This perhaps may work. [Aside. 

Cle. If she live single, he preserves her name, 
And scarce admits a whisper that the jealous 
May construe points at her; and if she many, 

He awes the husband, if by chance or weakness 
She hare offended. 

San. This cannot be fiction. [Aside. 

Cl^. Then, if she use hut civil compliment 
To a courtier bachelor, he straight bespeaks 
The licence and the favours, and calls in 
Some wit into his counsel for the poesy ; 

While I feel no temptation to such folly 
But with a married lord. 

San. How, gentle madam ? 
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Cue. Out T^alks are privileg'd, our whispers 
safe, 

Ko fear of laying contracts to my charge, 

Nor much of scandal : and if there be cause, 

Who is so fond a gamester of his life, 

As merely out of spleen to stake it 1 But, 

My lord, I now suspect you construed ill 
That language I used to your lady, when 
I told her of your love : but I presume 
You were not so dull-sighted as in that , 

Hot to discern the beat disguise for love. 

San. What a suspicious ass was I ! How 
captious ] 

I ne’er mistrusted my own wit before. 

Mischief, how dull was I ! 

Ole. Pray turn your face 
Away. How know, when worth and valour are 
Led on by love, to win my favour. But — 

The queen I 

E-rUer Queen, Decastro, Ossuna, Flobiana, &c. 

San. Divine Cleantha ! Noblest lady ! 

Dec, Ossuna, let me beg thy care : though we 
Bravely repuls’d the enemy, they seem 
To threaten a new assault. 

Oss. Command your servant. 

Dsa Bear then a vigilant ey^ and by your 
scouts 

Learn if they any new attempt prepare. 

[Exit Ossuna. 

May’t please your majesty, command these many 
Ears from your presence. 

Queen. Good my lord, you who 
Hare power to guide your queen, may make our 
presence 

Or full or empty, as you please. 
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Deo, Then with 

Your licence, madam, they may all withdraw. 
Queen. Not with our licence. If your usurped 
greatness 

Ayill banish all attendance from our person, 

I must remain alone ; but not a man 
Stir hence with our good liking. 

Deo. If your will 

(Averse from sober counsel) would submit 

To safe advice 

Queen. You have instructed it 
To more obedience than I guess my birth 
Did e’er intend. But pray, my lord, teach me 
To know my fault, and I will find amendment, 

If not repentance, for it. 

Deo. Then, great madam, 

I must acquaint you that the supreme law 
Of princes is the people’s safety, wluch 
You have infring’d, and drawn thereby into 
The inward parts of this great state a most 
Contagious fever. 

Queen. Pray, no metaphor. 

Dec. You have invited war to interrupt, 

^Vith its rude noise, the music of our peace : 

A foreign enemy gathers the fruit 

The sweat and labour of your subjects planted : 

In the cool shadow of the vine we prun’d 
He wantonly lies down, and roughly bids 
The owner press the grape, that "with the juice 
His blood may swell up to lascivious heats. 

Queen. Hy lord, 1 answer not th’ effects of 
war; 

But I must pay Castile all thankful service 
For his fair charity. 

Deo. Do you then, madam, 

Iteckon on mischief as a charity ¥ 

Queen. Yes, such a zmchief as is merciful, 
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And 1 a queen ox^pie^s'd. But bow dares be, 
'Whose duty ought with reverence obey. 

And not dispute the cozzn^^h of bis piincess, 
Question my actions 1 Whence, my lord, springs 
this 

Ill-tutor’d privilege i 
Dec. From the zeal I owe 
The honour of our nation, over which 
Kings rule but at the coorte^ of time. 

Queex. You are too bold ; and I must tell your 
pride, 

It swells to insolence i for, were your natizre 
Not hood-wink'd by your interest, you would 
praise 

The virtue of bis courage, who took arms 
To an injur'd ladj V rescue. 

Dec. *Twas ambition. 

Greedy to make advantage of that breach 
Between you and your people, arm'd Castile. 
Unpitied else you might have wept away 
The hours of your restraint. 

Qxjekx. Poor erring man 1 
Could thy arts raise a tempest blacker yet. 

Such as would fright thyself, it could not for 
One moment cloud the splendour of my soul, 
Misfortune may benight the wicked ; she, 

TVbo knows no guilt, can sink beneath no fear. 

‘ Dec. Your majesty mistakes the humble aim 
Of my address. I come not to disturb 
Th' harmonious calm your soul enjoys : may 
pleasure 

Live there enthron’d, rill yon yomself aball woo 
Death to enlarge it i May felicities. 

Great as th' ideas of philosophy. 

Wait still on your del^ht { May fate conspire 
To make you rich and envied ! 

Queen. Pray, my lord. 
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Explain the riddle. By the cadence of 
Your language, I could gueas you have intents 
Far gentler than your actions. 

Deo. If your care, 

Great madam, would convey into your heart 

The story of my love : xny love, a flame 

Queen. Leave off history of love and 
flame, 

And honestly confess your fears, my lord, 

Lest Castile should correct you. 

Deo. Correct me ! 

No, madam, I have forc'd them t' a retreat, 

And given my flue young general cause to >mh 
He had not left his amorous attempts 
On ladies to assault our city. 

Queen. But he is not wounded 1 
Dec. Not to death, perhaps ; 

But certainly w’ have o;pen’d him a vein, 

Will cure the fever of his blood. 

Queen. 0, stay I 

Dec. Torment ! And doth she weep ? 1 might 
have fall'n 

Down from some murdering precipice to dust, 
And miss'd the mercy of one tear, though it 
Would have redeem’d me back to life again. 
Accurs’d be that felicity that must 
Depend on woman’s passion. [dwde.] 

Queen. Florentio! 

If in my quarrel thou too suddenly 
Art lost i’ th’ shades of death, 0, let me find 
The holy vault where thy pale earth must He, 
There will I grow and wither. 

Deg This is strange I 

My heart swells much too big to be kept in. 

\Adde^ 

Queen. But if that providence, which 

rules the world, 



3$B TEZ qumS cz irnttAflm 

Hatii, ^ppfme the stock of ■mtae, leegt 

Ikee 

Dbc jLnd’w^lijj, UyetallS'rip? 
i^&TT, foJJiwi T«ai eemider 

'iij ionj^ &jid fiilljizii nenUe to yosT rioim ; 

Tli^ -T^m^ f i my aiid ikat 

Jjf^ crioa tKi^ whiAe laagdom haar^ jsse. Hot 
tbsL kns^m^ aii 

Diti cf ATgamf^ to forte ytmt joid^csiuit 

1 cazmct move ^ oar lore J 
Qcxtx- ifyloKl, ym plead 
With >^0 much azroganfe, aad tdl a siory 
^0 gallant loi TbUiiH^lx, &.•» if I were 
E^o-ed a priz** tf ih#* caniunj- rt nrator, 

IJec, Xo- madaio, hmnltJeriar than the taim*d 
rfaTP 

Tied to Th' oar. I here tbroir doTm myself [Kaeefjt. 
And all my rictrjnes. M-yose of me 
To dpath; for what hath hte merit^ wteem t 
What tie, ala? ' f an. I hare to the world. 

Since you disdain my lore 1 
Flo. Will yon permit 
The general kneel so loni;t 
Qube 3%, Fear not, Flonana ; 

My lord knows how to li^e, though I should strive 
To hinder it. 

Dsa Here, atatne-like. I’ll fix 
For ever, till your juty (for your love 
I mu^t despair) enforce a Me within me. 

Alanm, md enter OSSUKA. 

Oss. O my lord I 

To arms, to arms 1 The enemy, encouraged 
By a strange leader, wheel’d aront the town, 

And desperatdy surpris’d the careless guard 
One gate’s alre^y theirs. 
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Deo. Hare I your Ixcenee ¥ 

Queen. To augment your own command^ and 
keep me still 
An humble captive. 

Deg. Madam, your disdain 
Distracts me more than ail th* assaults of fortune ! 
[Ejseunt all hut the QuEEN, FlorIANA, mid 
Cleantha- 

Queen. My fate, 0, whither dost thou lead me 1 
Why 

Is my youth destin’d to the storms of war ¥ 

What is my crime, you heavenly Powers, that it 
Must challenge blood for expiation ? 

Cle. Madam] 

Queen. Fortune J 0 crn^ I for, which side soe*er . 
Is lost, I suffer ; either in my people 
Or slaughter of my friends. No victory 
Can now come welcome : the best chance of war 
Makes me howe’er a mourner. 

Cle. Madam, you 

Have lost your virtue, which so often vow’d 
A clear aspect, what cloud soever darken’d 
Your present gloiy. 

Queen. I had [such] thoughts, Cleantha ; 

But they are vanish’d. What shall we invent 
To take off fear and trouble from tliis hour ? 

Poor Floriana, thou art trembling now 
With thought of wounds and death, to which the 
courage 

Of thy fierce husband, like a headstrong jade, 

May run away with him. But clear thy sorrows : 
If he fall in this quarrel, thou shalt have 
Thy choice ’mong the Castilian lords ; and (give 
My judgment faith) there be brave men among 
them. 

Flo. Madam, I have vowed my life to a cloister, 
Should I survive my lord. 

VOL. xiri. z 
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Queen. And thou art fearful 
Thou shalt he forc’d to make thy promise good ! 
Alas, poor soul ! encloa-ure and coarse diet, 

3Iuch discipline and early prayer, will ill 
Agree with thy complexion. There’s Oleantha, 
Sh^e hath a heart so wean’d from vanity, 

To her a nunnery would he a palace. 

Cle. Yes, if your majesty were abbess, madam : 
But cloister up the fine young lords with us, 

And ring us up each midnight to a masque, 
Instead of matins, and I stand prepar’d 
To be profess’d without probation. [Drum heats. 
Flo. Hark ! what noise is tliat ? 

Queen, ’Tis that of death and mischief. 

My griefs I but III dissemble them [Aside .^ — Yet 
why, 

Cleantha, being the solo beauteous idol 
Of all the superstitious youth at court, 

Remain’st thou yet unmarried 1 
Cua. Madam, I 

Have many servants, but not one so valiant, 

As dares attempt to marry me. 

Queen. There’s not a wit, but under some 
feign’d name 

Implores thy beauty : sleep cannot close up 
Thy eye.s, but the sad world benighted is, 

Or else their sonnets are apocryphal : 

And when thou wak’sfc, the lark salutes the day. 
Breaking from the bright east of thy fair eyes. 
And if ’moug thy admirers there he some 
Poor drossy brain, who cannot rhyme thy praise, 
He wooes in sorry prose. 

Enter Seetant, 

See. Half of the city 
Already is possess’d by th’ enemy \ 
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Our soldiers fly from tlie assailants, who 
With moderation use their victory. 

So far from drawing blood, th* abstiin from spoil. 

Queen. My comiorts now grow charitable. This 
Is the first dawning of some happier fortune. 

[Aiide-I 

Flo. Whei-e did you leave my lord ? 

Ser. Retiring hither. 

Queen. And your good nature will in time, 
Gleantha, 

Believe all flattery for truth. 

Ole. In time 

I shall not : but for the present, madam, give 
Leave to my youth to think I may be prais'd, 

And merit it. Hereafter, when I shall 
Owe art my beauty, I shall grow perhaps 
Suspicious there’s small faith in poetry. 

Queen. Oan’st thou think of hereafter ? Poor 
Cleantha! 

Hereafter is that time th* art bound to pray 

Against : hereafter is tliat enemy 

That without mercy will destroy tliy face ; 

And what's a lady then ? 

Cle. a wretched thing ! 

A very wretched thing I So scorn’d and poor, 
’Twill scarce deserve man’s pity; and I’m sure 
No arms can e’er relieve it. 

Queen. Floriana, 

You yield too much to fear : misfortune brings 
Sorrow enough ; 'tis envy * to ourselves 
T’ augment it by prediction. 

MUr SANHARTINa 
Cle. See, your lord I 


^ [Spit6^ hatred.] 
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San. Fly, madam, fly ! The army of Castile, 
Conducted by an unknow leader, masters 
The town. Decastro, yielding up his fate 
To the prevailing enemy, is fled. 

Cle. And shall the queen fly from her friends, 
my lord 1 

San. You have reason, madam. I begin to 
And 

"Which way the gale of favour now will blow. 

I will address to the most fortunate. 

\Esit Sanmabtino. 
Queen. Some music, there J my thoughts grow 
full of trouble. 

Pll re-collect them. 

Cle. May it please you, madam, 

To hear a song presented me this morning 1 
Queen. Play anything. 

SoNG.^ 

Not iJie Plvxnix in hit deatht 
Nor those hanks, where violets grow. 

And Arabian poinds still hlozo, 

Yield a pa'fime like her breath. 

But 0 / marriage makes the spell : 

And ’tis poison, if I smell, • 

The twin-heauUes of skies ^ 

(JY/wi the half-sunk sailors haste 
To rend sail, and cut their Tnxut), 

Shine not welcome as her eyes, 

Bui those beams, than storms more black. 
If they point at me, I wrack. 


^ In the old folio, 1840, this song, and another song in 
aot are, as waa not unusual at the time, appended at the 
conclusion of the play. They are here inserted in their right 
places. — CoUier, 
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Thenf for fear of such a fre, 

Which kills toorse than the long night 
Which henumhs Ote Muscovite^ 

1 must fi'om my life retire. 

But^ 0 no/ FWi if her eye 
Warm me not, 1 freeze and die. 

During the song \ihe QuEBN/a/Z« into a slmnber, and] 
enter Asoanio, Ler3«a, Sanjiabitno, dv. 

Aso. Cease the uncivil murmur of the drum ! 
Nothing sound now, but gentle ; such as may not 
Disturb her quiet ear. Axe you sure, Lerma, 

Th* obedient soldier hath put up his sword ? 

Ler. The citizen and soldier gratulate 
Each, other, as divided friends new meeting : 

Nor is there execution done, but in pursuit 
Of th’ enemy without the walls. 

Aec. ’Tis very well My lord, is that your 
queen 1 

San. It is the queen, sir. 

Asc. Temper’d like th© orbs 
Which, wliil© we mortals weary life in battle. 
Move with perpetual h^mony. No fear 
Eclipseth the bright lustre of her cheek, 

While we, who (infants) were swath'd up in steel, 
And in our cradle lull'd asleep by th' cannon, 
Grow pale at danger. 

San. I’ll acquaint her, sir. 

That you attend here. 

Asc. Not for a diamond 
Big as our Apennine. She’s heavenly fair ; 

And, had not nature plac'd her in a throne, 

Her beauty yet bears so much majesty. 

It would have forc’d the world to throw itself 
A captive at her feet. \The Queen loalces.] But 
see, she mores 1 
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I feel a flame within me^ which doth bum 
Too near my heart ; and *tis the first that ever 
Did scorch me there. 

yAN. Madam, here*s that brave soldier 
AVhich reinforc’d the army of Castile : 

His name as yet unknown. 

Asc, And must be so. 

Xor did I merit name before this hour 
In which I serve your majesty. Enjoy 
The fortune of my sword, your liberty; 

And, since your rebel subjects have denied 
Obedience, here receive it from us strangers. 
Queen. I know not, sir, to whom I owe the 
debt, 

But find how much I stand oblig’d. 

Aso. Yon owe it 

To your own virtue, madam, and that care 
Heaven had to keep part of itself on eaith 
Unruin’d. When I saw* the soldier fly, 

Sent hither from Castile to force your rescue, 
Their general hurt almost to death, I urg'd 
Them with the memory of their former deeds, 
Deeds famed in war ; and so far had my voice 
(Speaking your name) power to confirm their 
spirits, 

That tliey return’d with a brave fury, and 
Yield you up now your humbled^ .Airagon. 
Queen. My ignorance doth still perplex me 
more ; 

And to owe thanks, yet not to know to whom, 
Nor how to express a gratitude, will doud 
The glory of your victory, and make 
Me miserable however. 

Asc. I must penance 

My blood with absence, for it boils too high. [Aside. 


^ [Old copy, yoter own hwnAltd.’^ 
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When we hare order’d your affairs, my name 
Shall take an honour from your knowledge, madam. 
Queen. You have corrected me. Sir, we’ll 
expect 

The hour yourself shall name, when we may serve. 

Aso. I’m conquer’d in my victory ! But I’ll try 
A new assault, and overcome or die. [Exeunt. 


ACT III, SCENE 1. 

Enter VELASCO and OniATE. 

Oni. My lord, it shows a happy discipline, 
Where the obedient soldier yields respect 
To such severe commands, now when victory 
Gives licence to disorder. 

Vbl. Sir, our general, 

The Lord Florentio, is a glorious master 
In th* art of war : and though time makes him not 
Wise at th’ expense of weakness or diseases, yet 
I have beheld him by the easy motion 
But of his eye repress sedition, 

When it contemned the frown of majesty ; 

For never he who by his prince’s smile 
Stood great at court attained such love and awe 
With that fierce viper, the repining people. 

Oni. Our kingdom owes its safety to that power. 
For how dejected look’d our magistrates 
When conquest gave admittance to the soldier ! 
But how their fears foKook them when they saw 
Your entiy with such silence ! 

Vbl. Sir, Castile 

Aim’d not at spoil or ruin in this war. 

But to redress that insolence your queen 
Bid suffer under in Becastro’s pride. 

Oni. And yet auxiliaries oft turn their swords 
To rain whom they come to rescue. 
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VifiL. Tho barbarous keep uo faith in vows ; but 
we — 

We of Castile, though flattering advantage 
Persuade to perjury, have still observ'd 
Friendship inviolate, no nation suffering, 

To which we give our oath. 

Oni. You speak, my lord, 

Your glories nobly. And it is our joy, 

Your general’s wound but frighted us. 

Vel. The surgeons 

Affirm there is no danger, and have licensed 
His visit to the queen. 

Oni. 'Tis thought, howe'er, 

His love had not obey'd such a restraint, 

Though death had threaten'd him. But in his 
health 

Consists the common safety, since those forces 
Decastro in tho morning did expect, 

Ere you the town assaulted, are discover’d, 

To which he fled, expell'd the city. 

Vel. Sir, 

We shall contemn, and with ease break that army, 
Whose general we have vanquished, having won 
The city and your queen into our power. 

Enter Sanmabtino. 

San. Save you, my lord. Sir, your most obe- 
dient : 

And how likes your good lordship the great acts 
Of the strange cavalier t Was not his conduct 
Host happy for you in the late assault 1 
Vel. He happily supplied the office of 
Our general : howe'er, your city had 
Been ours ; for though our Spanish forces may 
At flrst seem beaten, and we to retreat 
Awhile, to animate a giddy enemy, 
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Yet we recover by our art and patience 
What fortune gives away. Tins unknown leader 
(I know not how to style him) press’d among 
Our soldiers, as they were returning back 
After a small repulse : encouraged tiiem, 

(Though it was much superfluous) and got honour 
Perhaps not so deservingly ; but ’twas well. 

Om. Your soldiers speak his glory even with 
wonder. 

Vel. The ignorant are prone to it : but, sir, 

I tbink in our whole army there fought none 
But who had equal spirit Portune may 
Bestow success according to her dotage : 

I answer not for that. 

San. This is pnre Castila 
But what is his birth, countr}", quality, 

And whither is he bound ? 

Vel. 1 seldom trouble 

My language with vain questions. Some report 
(It not imports who are the authors) that 
His country’s Sicily, his name Ascanio 
(Or else some sound like that) : that he's a lord 
(But what’s an island-lord^) and that he came 
Into our continent to leom men and manners : 
And well he might ; for the all-seeing sun 
Beholds no nation fiercer in attempt, 

More staid in counsel. 

Onl He’s of a brave presence : 

I never saw more majesty in youth ; 

Nor never such bold counts in a face 
So fashion’d to delight. 

San. The qneen commends him 
Almost with wonder. 

Yel. Bid the queen regard 
A man unknown ? 

Onl His merits spoke his worth, 

And well might challenge a particular eye. 
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San. But his, as if in that dumb oratory 
He hoped to talk all the history of love, 

Still fix’d upon her. 

Vel. Your most humble servant. 

[Exit Velasco. 

Oni. This is abrupt. 

San. What most politic flea 
Is got into his Donship’s ear 'i 
Oni. Now must 

The Junto sit till midnight, till they rack 
Some strange design from this intelligence. 

Entei' Cleantha, and of era to go out 

San, Nay I on my honour, madam 1 
Cle. Good my lord ! 

San. Benight us not so soon I That short-liv’d 
day 

That gives the Bussian in the winter hope 
Of heat, yet fails him, not so suddenly 
Forsakes the Armament. Stay, fairest madam, 
That we may look on you and live, 

Cle. My lord, I fear you two were serious. 

San. Never I, upon my conscience, madam. 
Oni. No, I’ll swear ; 

Nor none of the whole form of you at court, 
Unless the stratagem be for a mistress, 

A fashion, or some cheating>match at tennis. 

Cle. But happily^ that gentleman had business. 
His face betrays my judgment if he be 
Not much in project. 


^ Feradventure. Dr Joboson obseireB that in this Bense 
happUy is written erroneously for haply— [a, distinction surely 
without a difference, since both are the same, kajly being 
merely a contracted form of the other.] 

One thing more I ehall wish you to desire o£ them, who 
happily may peruse these two treatises.’* — J)igby* 
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San. Yoa mistake him, madam. 

Though lie^talk positive, and bustle *mong 
The sober lords, pretend to embassies 
And state-designs all day ; he's one of us 
At night; he’ll play, he’ll drink, — ^you guess the 
rest. 

He'll quarrel too, then underhand compound. 
Why, for a need he’ll jeer and speak profane ; 
Court, and then laugh at her he courted. Madam, 
Forgive him his pretence to gravity. 

And he's an absolute cavalier. 

Cle. My lord. 

He owes you for this fair certificate ; 

Yet I fear your character’s beyond his merit. 

Oni. Madam, dissemble not so great a virtue ; 
Nor, to obey the tyranny of custom, 

Become the court’s fair hypocrite. I know 
This vanity for fasliiou-sake you wear, 

And all those gaieties you seem t’ admire 
Are but your laughter. 

Cle. Sir, your charity 
Abuseth you extremely. 

Onl Come, you cannot 
Disguise that wisdom, which doth glory in 
The beauteous mansion it inhabits. Madam, 

This soul of mine, how coarse soe’er ’tis cloth’d, 
Took the honour to admire you, soon as first 
You shin’d at court : nor had a timorous silence 
So long denied me to profess my service. 

But that I fear’d I might be lost i' the crowd 
Of your admirers, 

Olk Nor can I perceive 
Any strong hope now to the contrary. 

Oni. Kor 1 : but give me licence t’ undeceive 
The world, that so mistakes you. This young 
lord 

Flatters his folly that indeed you are 



THE QUEEN OP AERAGON, 


SU 

Siclc of that humour you but counterfeit ; 

Believes y* are frail and easy ; since, if not, 

His courtship were without design. 

Cle. My lord, 

What means the gentleman 1 He hopes to talk 
me 

Into a virtue I ne’er practis’d yet, 

And much suspect 1 never shall 
San. Pray, madam, 

Pardon his ignorance : His want of breeding, 

Oni. Faidon your mirth, fair madam, and 
brush off 

This honour'd dust that soils your company ; 

This thing whom nature carelessly obtruded 
Upon the world to teach that pride and folly 
Make titular greatness th’ envy hut of fools, 

The wise man’s 

S-lK. Sir. your words are rude. 

0>’i. Sure, no. my lord : perhaps in times of yore 
They might he construed hO, vhen superstition 
Wor«hipp'd each loid an idol, i^ow we find, 

By sad experience, that you are mere men, 

If vice debauch you not to beasts, 

San. The place is privileg'd, sir. 

Oni. I know it is, and therefore speak thus 
boldly. 

If you grow hot, you have your grots, my lord. 
And jji your villa you may domineer 
O’er til' humble country-gentleman, who stands 
Aloof and bare. 

Cle. My lord, leave off the combat ; 

Y’ are hardly match’d. And see, the Lord Florentio ! 

SJnter Flobentio and Yelasgo. 

The queen attends his coming. Sir, you’ll find 
A more convenient school to read this lecture. 
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Oxi. Bat none so beautiful to bear me. 

several ways^ 8an21AETIno, CLEAN- 
THA, and Oniate. 

Flo. And are you sure, my lord, be durst pre- 
sume 

To look im at her ) 

Yel. Yes, and she commends 
His person and his spirit. 

Flo. *Twas too much 

T* observe his person. Sure, his spirit’s great, 
And well may challenge the queen’s memory. 

I have not seen him yet. 

Yel. iXor I, my lord. 

Flo. He had a fortune gentler far than mine. 

In envy of that service wluch I vowed 
To Arragon, Heaven used a stranger's arm 
In this great action : I was judged a tiling 
Unfit for use. 

Yel. Your glory was the greater, 

Your courage even opposing ’gainst your fate 
In the attempt. 

Flo. But yet, mistaken man 
Esteems the happy only ^’aliant. 

And if the queen, Yelasco, should smile on 
His merits, and forget that love I have 

With such religion paid her But these doubts 

Are impious, and I sin if I but listen 
To their disloyal whispers. And behold, 


Entei' the Queen, Flobiana, Cleantha, &c. 

She opens, like a rock of diamond, 

To th’ curious search of th’ ahnost bankrupt meiv 
chant ! 

So doth the pilot find his star, when storms 
Have even sunk his bark. Divinest madam 1 ' 
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Queen. Welcome, my lord ! But pardon me 

If I must interrupt you with a sigh, 

I cannot look upon Florentio*s arm, 

But I must grieve it bled for me. 

Flo. O, spare 

The treasure of those tears ! Some captive king, 
Whom fortune hath lock’d up in iron, wants 
One such to buy his freedom. Madam, all 
Those streams of blood 'which flow to warm my 
earth, 

Lest it congeal to death, cannot compare 
For value with the least drop shed for you, 

By such a parrel made inestimable. 

Queen. The war, I see, hath only been the field 
To exercise your fancy. Your discourse 
Shows that the court was kept beneath your tent ; 
Yet cannot I, my lord, be jealouB, but 
*Tis minted with some love, 

Flo. Tis a pure love, 

Unmix’d as is the soul. The world perhaps 
May judge a kingdom hath enamour’d me, 

And that your titles dress you forth, to raise 
My appetite up higher. Pardon love, 

If it grow envious even of your fortune, 

And that I’m forc’d to wish you had been 
daughter 

Of some poor mountain-cottager, without 
All dowry but your own beauty.^ Then I might 


^ Habiogton has ibe mme thonght in bis ** Castara,^ edit. 
1640, p. 61— 

“ Would C^tara ware 
The daughter of aome moaBtaiaHMtteger, 

Who, with his toll woTn oat coald dylog leSTO 
Her no more dowre than wnat she did receive 
From boaoteoue aatura ; her would I then 
To th’ temple, rich tu own wealth," 
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Have showed a flame untainted with ambition, 
And courted you ; but now the circumstance 
Of greatness seems to challenge more than I 
Have power to give, and, working up my love, 

I serve my fortune. 

Queen. You have not, my lord, 

Found me uneasy to your vows : and, when 
The troubled stream of my tempestuous state 
Shall meet a perfect calm, you then shall know 
How worthy I esteem your virtue. 

Flo. Speakxbut those words again, and seat 
me in 

An orb above corruption 1 0, confirm 
Your thoughts but with a promise. 

Queen. How, a promise ! 

I shall repent my favour if I hear 
A syllable which sounds like that. Upon 
My marriage-day I have vowed to bring mysdf 
A free oblation to the holy altar ; 

Not, like a fearful debtor, tender low ^ 

To save my bond. My lord, I must not hear 
One whisper of a promise. 

Flo. I’m silent, 

And use me as your vassal ; for a title 

More glorious I shall never covet. But 

Queen. No jealousy, my lord. 

A'nferLERHA. 

Lee. Your majesty 

Is great in mercy ; and 1 hope a stranger 
Sh2U meet it^ if his speech be an offence. 

Queen. Your pleasure, sir 1 
Lee. The Lord Ascanio charg’d ^ [Kneels. 
Me fall yet lower, if the earth would license ; 


^ [Old copy, tow.] 
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For to 60 high a majesty obedience 
Cannot bend down enough : then he commanded, 
I, in his name, sliould beg the honour for him, 
Before he take his journey from your country, 

To kiss your hand. 

Queen. Pray, sir, let’s know the hour ; 

But let it not be sudden. Years should sweat 
In preparation for his entertainment, 

And poets rack invention, till it reach 
Such praises as would reach the victories 
Of th* old heroes. 

Ler. Madam, if his arm 
Did actions worthy memory, it receiv’d 
An influence from your q^uarrel, in the which 
A dwarf might triumph o'er an army. But 
He humbly craves his audience may not be 
With crowd and noise, as to embassadors ; 

But with that silence which befits his business, 
For ’tia of moment. 

Queen. Sir, we will obey 
His own desires, though ours could wish his welcome 
AVith a full ceremony. I attend him. Lerbia. 

Flo. Madam, this stranger 

Queen. Pray, my lord, let love 
Jfot interrupt your business. I believe, 

The army which Decasteo so expected 
Being now arriv’d, your soldiers tired, the city 
Ill-settled in her faith, much counsel will 
Be needful. AVhen your leisure shall permit, 

Our joy shall be to see yon. 

Flo. I’m all obedience. 

[Exeunt Queen and Florentio at e&oercd doore, 

Manet Sanhabtino a7id Cleantha. 

San. And when, sweet madam, will you crown 
our joys? 
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Let's not, like riotous gamesters, throw away 
The treasure of our time : appoint the hour, 

The hour which must wear garlands of delight^ 

By which we'll make't the envy of the age. 

Ole. My lord, what mean you ? 

San. What all fine lords mean 
AVho have plenty, youth and title. 

Ole. But my fame I 
San. *Tia the fool’s bugbear. 

Cle. Then my conscience I 
San. a scarecrow for old wives, whom wrinkles 
make 
Beligious. 

Cle. What will the court say ? 

San. Why, nothing. 

In mercy to theznselves, all other ladies 
AVill ke^ your counsel. 

Cle. But will you not boast it t 
San. I’ll be degraded first. 

Ole. Well, I’m resolv’d, 

San. But when, sweet madam ¥ Name 
The moment. 

Cle Never : for now I weigh things better i 
The antidote ’gainst fear is innocence. 

San. Will you delude my hopes then? 
madam, 

A heart that withers if denied this favour. 

Cle. In pity I may he induced to touch ^ 

And, since you urge compassion, I will meet. 

San. Where, excellent madam ? 

Ole. P th’ sycamore-walk. 

San. The minute I O, the minute ] 

Cle An hour hence. 

San. Felicity ! fit for thy envy, Love ! 

You will not now, madam ? 

Cle. To be such, 

As you shcdl count that hour your happiest. [ffaeuTit 

Vnii VTTT 9 A 
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Entd' Browfildora cmd Oniatb. 

Oni. This is a challenge ! Prythee, my small 
friend, 

May not a man take th’ height of my lord’s 
spirit,. 

Looking on thee i 

Beow. Pray, sir, leave off your mirth, 

And write my lord your answer, 

Oni. Little sir, 

I never learnt that pretty quaUty : 

I cannot write ; only by word of mouth — - 
Bkow. Your place, sir ? 

Oni. The market-place. 

Brow. ’Tis fantastic : and my lord will take it 

m. 

Your weapons, sir. 

Oni. Two English mastiffs, which 
Are yet but whelps, and not transported hither : 
So that the time will be, I know not when. 

Brow. Your sport is dangerous. If my lord 
for^ve you, 

I must resent th’ affront as to myself, 

And will expect a most severe account. 

Oni. Thou less, though* angrier, thing than 
wasp, farewell. [Emnt. 

filter Queen <md Ascanio. 

Queen, 1 am inform’d, my lord, that you have 
business, 

And ’ris of moment 1 
Asc. Great as that of Nature's 
In her most mighty work. Creation. 

For to preserve from dissolution equals 


^ [Old copy, 
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The gift of our firat being. Not to hold 
Your majesty iu riddlcb, ’tis to beg 
Your pardon for a soldier doom’d to die ; 
Inevitably doom’d, unless your mercy 
Step between him and death. 

Queen. My lord, we use 
T* examine well the fact for which he is 
To suffer, ere we pardon. There be crimes 
Of that black quality which often makes 
Mercy seem cruel. 

Aso. That’s the fear which frights 
Me to this paleness : snre, his crime is great ; 

But fondly I, presuming on the service 
My fortune lately did you, gave my vow 
Ne’er to forsake your ear with earnest prayer^ 
Till you had granted. 

Quee!{. AVould you had not vowed ; 

For by the practice of my enemies 
My fame is ’mong the people yet unsettled, 

And my capacity for government 

Held much too feeble. Should I then by this 

Provoke them to disdain me, I might run 

Apparent hazard even of ruin, now 

War so distracts our kingdom. But, my lord, 

Your merits are too ponderous in the scale, 

And all respects weigh light — you have his pardon, 

Asc. Your hand on that. The down on the 
swan’s bosom, [Xisses and holds U, 

Not white and soft as this : here’s such a dew 
As drops from bounteous heaven in the morning, 
To make the shadowy bank pregnant with violets. 

Queen. My lord I 

^c. I kiss’d it, and the Phoenix seem’d 
(The last of the whole race) to yield a perfume 
More sweet than all his dying ancestors 
Breath’d from their funeral piles. O, sbzdnk not 
back ! 
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My life is so concomitant T?itb lov^ 

That if you frown on either, both expire, 

And I must part for ever hence. 

Queen. How strange appears this ecstasj*! 
My lord, I fear 

Your brain feels some disturbance \ if I cause it, 

I will remove the object. 

Asc. Pardon, madam, 

The error of my fancy (which oft seems 
To see things absent), if my tongue did utter 
"W'hat misbecame your ear ; and do not forfeit 
Your servant to perpetual misery, 

For want of a short patience. 

Queen. Xo, my lord; 

I have the memory of your great deeds 
Engraved so deep, no error can have jiowex 
To raze them from a due respect, Ton begg'd 
To have a pardon : speak th' offender’s name. 

Asc. Th’ offender’s name is Love; his crime 
high treason ; 

A plot, how to surprise and wound your heart : 

To this conspirator I have given harbour, 

And vow’d to beg your mercy for him* 

Queen. Howl 

Asc. And if you break your grant, I will here- 
after 

Scorn all your sex, since the most excellent 
Is cruel and inconstant 
Queen. Pray, my lord, 

Go recollect yonr reason, which your passion 
Hath too much scatter’d. Make me not have 
cause 

To hate whom I would ever strive to honour. 

Asc. Madam, you haply scorn the vulgar earth, 
Of which 1 stand compacted ; and because 
I cannot add a splendour to my name, 

Keflective from a royal pedigree, 
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You interdict my language : but be pleas’d 
To know, the ashes of my ancestors, 

If intermingled in the tomb with kings, 

Gould hardly be dibtiuguish'd. The stars shoot 
An equal influence on ^e open cottage, 

Where the poor shepherd’s child is rudely nurs’d, 
And on the cradle, where the prince is rock’d 
With care and whisper. 

Queen. And what hence infer you 1 
Asc. That no distinction is ’tween man and 
man, 

But as his virtues add to him a glory, 

Or vices cloud him. 

Queen. But yet Heaven hath made 
Subordination and degrees of men, 

And even religion doth authorise us 
To rule, and tells the subject ’tis a crime, 

And shall meet death, if he disdain obedience. 

Asc. Kind Heaven made us all equal, till rude 
strength 

Or wicked policy usurp’d a power : 

And for religion, that exhorts t’ obey 
Only for its own ease. 

Queen. I must not hear 
Such insolence 'gainst majesty ; and yet 
This less offends than love. 

Asc. If reason bends 
You not to mercy, let my passion plead. 

And not meet death from her, in whose fair 
quarrel 

I could each moment bring a life to th’ hazard. 
Philosophy hath taught me that content 
Lives under the coarse thatch of labourers 
With much more quiet than where the fam’d 
hand 

Of artists to the life have richly drawn 
Upon the roofs the fictions of the gods. 
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How happy then might I lengthen my life, 

With some fair country girl, so ignorant 
She Imew not her own beauties, rather than 
Endanger death and scorn in your denial, 

And in your grant nothin" but pomp and envy ! 
Queen. My lord, be wise, and study that best 
content. 

This hold presumptuous love bath cancell'd all 
The bonds 1 owed your valour : henceforth hope 
Kot for that usual favour I show strangers, 

Since you have thus abus’d it. Would X might 
With safety have appear’d more grateful. [Exit 
.Asc. She’s gone, as life from the delinquent, 
when 

Justice sheathes up her sword. I fain would have 
Conceal’d love’s treason, but desire t’ obtain her 
Put me to til’ torture, till each nerve did crack, 
And I confess’d, then died upon the rack. [Exit. 


ACT lY., SCENE 1. 

Enter OleAXTHA and ElORIANA. 

Fix). Thy pride is such a flatterer of thy beauty, 
That no man sighs by accident, but thou 
Dost pity as enamour’d, 

Cus. Florhuja* 

Not so kind-natur’d, surely. I have put 
The sighs of courtiers in a scale, and And 
Some threescore thousand may weigh down a 
feather ; 

I have tried their tears which, though of briny 
taste, 

Can only season the hearts of fools, not women. 
Their vows are like their duels, ever grounded 
Upon the idlest quarrel 
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Flo. This experience 

Perhiaps instructs you to j but yet your pride, 

I fear, is over-easy to believe. 

’Tis merely to fly idleness that my lord 
Hath troubled you with courtship : if the queen 
'Would make a 8tate.sman, she might cure a lover. 
Want of employment made him dream on beauty, 
And yours came flrst V his fancy. 

Ole. I begin 

To think his making love but vanity, 

And a mistake in wit 
Flo, And you begin 
Perhaps to fear it i 

Cle. True, perhaps I do ; 

For though we care not for the lover, yet 
We love the passion : though wo scorn the offer- 
ing, 

We grieve to see it thrown away, and envy, 

If consecrated to another. Woman 
Hath no revenge Against th* injury of custom. 
Which gives man superiority, but thus 
To fool it to subjection. 

Flo. Yet, Cleantha, 

I could have wish’d your charity had spar’d 
This triumph o’er my lord. 

Cle. You see 1 take 

The next way to redeem him. This the hour, 

And this the place Here he resolves to jaise 
A trophy in my ruin : and behold — 

Enter Sanmaatino, w 'mding up his watdh. 

The just man of his promise I Not a minute 
He fails when sin’s the payment. 

Flo. I’ll endanger 
His virtue to a blush, and happily 
Convert an infidel. 
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Cle, Tliis is my province, 

Nor shall yon envy me the honour of 
A work so meritorious. Let him walk 
Awhile, anil sin with his own fancy ; then 
111 undertake him, and if there be need, 

Be you prepared to a‘?sist me. 

Blo. Thou dost build 
Such forts on the opinion of thy wit I 

{£a;£itnt FiORlAXA and ClbANTIU. 
SAif. ^Xis a full hour, and half a minute over, 
And yet she not appears ! How we severe 
£^tirict creditors in love stand on the minute, 

But yet the payment never comes umrelcome ; 
UntU the goM tlu-ough age grow foul and rusty, 
We stand not on a grain or tu'o too light. 

Enter Bro^vfuldoe.a.. 

Now your discovery t 
Brow, hly lord, I have 
Made search in every alley, every arbour, 

Not left a bush udieiein my littleness 
Could creep without due scrutiny ; and yet 
No vrhispering of taffaty : no dazzling 
Of your bright mistress forc’d me to a wink. 

I saw no mortal beauty. 

San. Soi'e, she’ll not 
Be so unworthy to delude me now ! 

Brow. But I had a more prosperous fate in love. 
My lord, I met my mistress. 

San. You a mistress ! 

Brow. A mistress, to whose beauty I have paid 
My vows, most fervent vows, e’er since I was 
Of stature fit to be an amoiish 

San. One of the maids-of-honour to Queen hlab 7 
Brow. Your lordship guesses near for she is 
one 
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O’ til’ cliamburcrs to her Fairy Majestj" : 

A lady of most subtle wit, who, wliile 
She puts a haudkerchicf or gorget on. 

Her little highness holds intelligence 
Abroad, and orders payment for the spies. 

She raiseth factions, and unites the angry : 

She’s much upon design. 

San. Wliere found you her ? 

Brow. Walking alone, under the shadow of 
A tulip, and inveighing ’gainst court-arts, 

’Cause one of Oberon’s grooms had got from her 
The monopoly of transporting gnats — 

A project she long aim’d at. 

San. No more fooling : 

I am grown angry with my patience. 

Boy, sing those verses were presented mo 
This morning. 

Brow. I will creep behind a bush, 

And then for voice vio with tlie nightingale ; 

If seen, 1 am so bashful. 

San. Take your way. 


SoNO {vfitfmit). 

Fine yonng foUy, though you tmv 
That/au' heavty I did sweaty 

Yet you nder could reach %iy heart; 
For we courtiej's learn at school 
Only with your sex to fool; 

Y^are not worth the set'ious part. 

When I sigh and kiss your hand, 

Cross my arms, and wondering stand. 
Holding parley with your eye: 

Then dilate on my desiree, 

Swear the sun nder shot su^t fires; 

Ml is but a handsome lie. 
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When I eye your curl or late, 

Gentle soul, you thii^ your face 
Siraiylii some murder' do^ commit; 

And yovT virtue doth begin 
To grow scrupulous of my sin, 

When I talk to show my wit. 

Therefore, madam, wear no cloud, 

Mor to check my love grow proud; 

In sooth I much do doubt, 

*Tis the powder in your hair, 

Not your breath, perfumes the aw*, 

And your clothes that set you out 

Yet though U'uth has this confesdd, 

And I vow I love in jest : 

When I next begin to court, 

And protest an amorout flame, 

You will sivear I in earnest am : 

Bedlam 1 this is pretty sport 

As the song ends, enter Cleantha veiled. 

She breaks forth like the morning in a cloud. 

’Tis for the safety of my eyes you veil 
The glory of your beauties, which else might 
Dazzle, not catch the sight ; but I discern 
A fair Cleantha through tliis gloominess. 

Appear and speak, bright madam. Why such 
silence ? 

O, famish not my ear, which greedily 
Longs to devour the music of your language ; 

Is it to teach me that del%ht must be 
Entomb’d in secrecy, or else to show 
How mad a spendthrift Pm to talk away 
The treasure of this hour ? Come, fair, unveil 
Ole. 0, give me leave yet to retain my blushes. 
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San* Deciiit of timorous modesty ! Traitors 
To love your blushes are : yonr fears are envious 
Of your delights. Let's vanish hence, and ne^er 
To th’ vulgar eye appear, till wc, 

Grown old in pleasure, h« transform’d! t’ a vine 
Or ivy, so for ever to entwine. 

ClEL Then I unveiL 
San. 0, fly into my arms, 

As a rich odour to the ravish’d sense ! 

Perfume me with thy kisses. 

Cle. Stay, my lord ! 

Actions of moment (as I take this is) 

Must he maturely thought on. I have call’d 
My reason to account. 

San. Your reason, madam ! 

Cle. Yes, my good lord : that only doth dis- 
tinguish 

A woman from brute beasts; or, what's more 
sensual, 

A vain loose man. AYhat sin scandals my carriage, 
To give encouragement to this presumption ? 
"Wliat privileg’d this attempt ? 

San. That tempting beauty. 

Cle. It is a traitor then to my pure thoughts ; 
And, to preserve your eye, would it were wrinkled : 
I could much easier suffer the reproach 
Of age than your bold courtship. If a lady 
Be younu and sportive, u^e curiosity., 

And perhaps art, to help where nature seem’d 
Imperfect in her work, will you, from tlie 
False argument of your own loose blood, conclude 
Her guilty 1 Or, if she select a friend, 

Whose innocence gives warrant to her faith. 

Will you infer their whispers have no aim 
But that of brothels i ’Cause you find yourself 
Nought but loose flesh, will yon turn heretic, 

And thence deny the soull 
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Sa 17. This language, madam, 

Sonuds nothing to the purpose of our meeting. 

Glr. More to the LeneRc. But in your patent^ 
’Mong all the privileges of a Conde, 

Where jfind you lust inserted ? Without which, 
Till age hath made you wise or impotent, 

You think your honour is defective. 'Cause 
Your clothes are handsome and mine too. must we 
Deform our minds ? Is it sufficient motive 
To sin, if opportunity and j'outh 
Persuade u-s i Such as you are those foul plagues 
Infect the air which breathes our fame, and make 
The cautious sirs o' th' country shun us. 
fesAN. Madam ! 

Cle. Wiien we admit you to our bed-chamber, 
Powder, or haply bathe before you : what 
Of honour’s hero more than a groom may boast 
Our maida are tu'd with? Yet this with a 
smile 

Is whisper’d to your fiiend, and you infer 
How easy a more near approach will be. 

My lord, learn virtue, and your w’it may then 
Hot serve you to so fond a purpose. If 
That courage you are famed for be no slander, 

Gro to the wars. 'Twill be a far less maim 
To lose an eye there than your honour here. 

If peace enamour you, and the couifc, live honest ; 
And hope the heir, who shall succeed you, may 
Be yours. Revenge destroys more chastity 
Than all the temptings of such lords as you. 

Sai^. You shall not talk me, madam, from that 
pleasure 

This hour doth promise me. 

Cle. You'll not commit 
A rape, my lord ? 

San. That is a question as 
Yet unresoVd j for force is my last refuge. 
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Cle. Think on the danger ; for the sin, 1 see, 
Little distracts your conscience. 

San. I propose 

Felicity, which none can merit who 
Refuse so poor a venture. Here I vow, 

No prayer or art shall free you. If you will 
Hazard a life devoted to your service. 

I’ll die your martyr. 

Cle. Come, my lord, I’ll free you 
From all such hazard. 

San. There spoke harmony ! 

Cle. I’ll not be cruel. You shall have kisses, such 
As will melt your soul into your lips ; and what 
Is sweetest, no repentance shall be th’ issue 

Enter FloriANA and OniaTE. 

Of your delight. Look here, my lordl She's 
yours. 

San. No halter now nor tree convenient? 0 I 
A steeple would he precious for my purpose ! 

But Oniate’s there. I’ll £ght with hun. 

Be kill’d and be redeem'd. Sir, you receiv’d 
A challenge from me I but return’d no answer. 

Oni. My lord, I had other business ; you’ll ex- 
cuse me. 

San. AYhat satisfaction do men give when 
challeng'd ^ 

Oni. According to their spirit: if they be 
Regardless of their fame, then they submit ; 

If not, they fight. 

San. What, sir, will you then do t 
Onl Let me consider. Neither. 

San. Come, you shall fight. 

Oni. My lord, I will not. 

San. Then you shall subscribe 
Yourself a coward. 
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Usurp a handsome pride, your fame would lie, 

Like unvpaU’d cities, open to the prey 
Of each invading youth. Did you not show 
A sconi, you would deserve it. 

Cle. Sir, take heed. 

Hope not to win my favour by extolling 
"What in our better thoughts we ourselves condemn. 

I am so wearied out with vows and oaths, 

With impious praises and most tedious flattery, 
That nothing but plain-speaking truth can gain 
On my affection. 

Oni. Madam, your affection 1 
Cle. Pray, sir, do not comment upon the word ; 
It doth portend no danger to you. 

Oni. And if it did, whereas the beatitude ? 

For though I grant your virtues great as beauty 
Can entertain, and foolish I resolv’d 
To captivate my stock of life t’ a woman, 

Yet would I not adventure on you, if 
You did not vow to perform articles. 

Cle. Suppose the business come to articles ? 

Oni. 1’ th’ first then, yon should covenant love ; 
not squinting 

On every finer youth or greater lord, 

But loo&ng straight on me. 

Cle. To the second, sir. 

Oni. No dotage on the court, so &r that ray 
Estate must rue it ; and no vanity 
Be started up, but my fond lady must 
Be melancholy, and take physic till 
She get into it. 

Ole. Why, you envy then 
Us our own trouble ; keep us from the expense. 
And leave ns to our discontent for penance. 

Onl No ! I would have the mind serene : without 
AH passion, though a masque should be presented. 
And you i’ th’ country. 1 must have you wise, 
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To know your beauty mortal, which you must 
Preserve to warm my eye, not aid by arts, 

To keep the courtier’s wit in exercise. 

From his so practis’d flattery your ear 
Must turn with a brave scorn ; and when his eye 
Doth offer parley, seem so ignorant 
As not to understand the language. 

Cle. Sir, 

You haply will debar us our she-fiiends too t 
Oni. As secret enemies, wholl first betray you. 
Cle. You^li not allow us, wearied of our hus- 
bands, 

To send them on discovery of new worlds 1 
Or if we take a toy ourselves to travel, 

Perhaps to Barbary or Tartary, 

Or the remotest parts 1 
Oni, To Bedlam sooner. 

Ole. Or, if our sex should warrant it by 
custom, 

To play at tennis, or run at the ring, 

Or any other martial exercise : 

1 fear me, scrupulous sir, you will condemn it 
As dangerous to my honour t 
Oni. Sure, I should. 

Cle. I then perceive small hope of our agree- 
ment. 

Onl But I a confidence ; for I discern 
How much you loathe these follies you pretend. 

Cle. Good sir, no more of this so kind mistake ; 
You’ll find some other lady more deserves it, 

And I aspire not to the honour. 

Oni. ril try yet farther. 

[JSxeunt Oniate and CleantHA. 

Snter Lerma and VELASCO. 

Ler. My lord, you offer nobly. 
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Vel. ’Tis a step 

Beneath Florentio’s greatness, whether you 
His birth consider or his place. Sir, the queen 
By nature’s seated and her high deserts, 

Where only mighty souls (such as the general’s) 
May offer to aspire. 

Ler. My lord, your lapse 
To this proud language is so injurious, that 
I must be forc'd to purge the humour. That 
The Lord Florentio offers by a duel 
To show no mau can have fairer pretence 
To serve the queen, must be allowed ; but that , 
You dare caat disregard upon this lord, 

Although a stranger, nrgeth me t’ intreat 
You’d draw your sword. 

Yel. It hath seen light, and made 
Way through an army, when fond victory 
Smil’d on our enemies : it hath done wonders, 
When tlie thick troops of Moors invaded us. 

It fears no opposition. 

Ler. Show th' effect oft. 

Yel. Kot in a cause so trivial. Each small 
breath 

Disturbs the quiet of poor shallow waters ; 

But winds must arm themselves ere the large sea 
Is seen to tremble. Fray your pardon, sir : 

I must not throw away my courage on 
A cause so trmal. 

Ler. As you please, my loi’d. 

But, to omit all circumstance, you bring 
A challenge to my Lord Ascanio : 

The reason of the Lord Florentio’s anger, 

A rivalship in love, 

Vel. You speak it right. 

Ler. I’ll bring you back his resolution 
Before you have attended many minutes. 

Vel. Sir, 'twill be decent, for my nature knows 
VOL. XIII. 2 B 
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Not how to wait : and if no delays 
Be used, ’twill show a fierce valour in him, 

And happily prevent discovery. 

For you may easily conjecture, that 
A general’s absence soon will wake the eye 
Of the suspicious soldier. 

Ler. Is my lord 
In readiness i 

Vel. He walks not far from hence. 

Leb. You shall have use then but of a short 
patience. [Exit. 

Vel. It will be grateful to us, sir. My lord ! 


Enter Florektio. 

Flo. And will Ascanio meet ? 

Vbl. Immediately. 

Flo. I had no other way ; yet this is rough, 
And justice whispers ’tis unsafe to tread it. 

If to love her be sinful, what am 1 1 
How dare I call his passion to the bar, 

And nourish it myself I Why may not he, 
Who hath as bold a fortune, entertain 
As bold a love ; and in the fate of war 
Having outgone my service, why not then 
Present it to the selfsame altar ^ But 
We cannot harbour both in the same port ; 

Or he or I am shipwreck’d : for the storm 
Is rais’d, and, to appease it, death must be 
The sacrifice. 


Enter Lerua. 

Vel. My lord, here is the second. 

This stranger dares not meet with your great 
spirit 
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Flo. Suspect him not, my lord : ho hath a 
courage 

Above the sense of fear. “Well, sir, your answer? 
Lee. My Lord Ascanio could have wish’d his ’ 
life 

Might have been destin’d to a happier purpose, 

And charged me tell your lordship that lie 
had 

Much rather have been lost with common dust 
In the cheap churchyard, than endanger’d fame 
In this great duel. 

Flo. Sir, explain his reasons. 

Lee. He calls to his sad thoughts the mischiefs, 
which 

This kingdom needs most fall into, wlieu you 
Sliall perish by his sword ; for ceiiainly 
You cannot ’scape it, thus provoking death. 

Then to what ruin may the queen, whose safety 
You both have labour’d, be engag’d ? Ho could 
*\Vith patience almost suffer on his name 
The infamy of coward, rather than 

Hazard the quiet of her estate. But you 

Flo. Let me consider : ’tis an idle rage 
That heats me to this quarrel Let her fate 
Bemain unshaken, though she choose my foe 
Into her love and bosom. If she live 
Above the fear of ruin, I am mighty — 

Mighty enough, though by my griefs grown feeble. 
And weaken’d too : diseases fright the healthy. 

I will refer my cause and life to her, 

And ne’er dispute it by the sword. 

Vel. My lord I 

Flo. Velasco, I am safe enough against 
The taint of coward. Spain bears witness that 
I dare, as far as honour dares give warrant ; 

But in this cause 

Vel. My lord, you’ll lose the glory 
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Of all your former actions, and become 
The mirth of courtiers — empty things, who brawl, 
Not fight, if you return after a challenge 
Without performance. 

Flo. ’Tia a serious truth. 

Vel. Moreover, this young gentleman hath 
hope 

To talk you from your resolution. 

The Lord Ascanio will too much exult, 

If this way too he can o’ercome you. 

Flo. It must not be, sir : tell my lord I wait 
His leisure. 

Ler. And your lordship shall not have 
Reason to think it long. Prepare yourself. 

His only prayer is now that, when he comes, 
There may be no discourse to take up time ; 

He hath desire the business may be all : ^ 

What he can say hath l>een by me delivered. [£xit, 
Flo, We will obey him. Tyrant Love ! why is 
Thy cmelty so wanton, to delight 
In murder ? Like that impious Roman prince, 
Thou joy’st to smother whom tliou loVst in roses, 
And stide them with the choicest perfumes. But 
This is no place for reason ; she may hold 
Dispute in sober schools, where study raises 
The soul to knowledge ; here’s the theatre 
For the brute part of man to fight his last. 

I must redeem the laurel fortune crown’d 
His temples ■with, or perish in th' attempt : 

My fate decrees it. 

Snier AecakIO and LeK2£A. 

Ler. Here's my Lord Ascanio 
Flo. Why doth he turn his face away, as if 
He durst not look on danger ? Do his fears 
Now triumph o’er his courage t 
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Lee. Put it to the trial [Tkep fight. 

Plo. He’s more than mortal, sure. He strikes 
like lightning, 

Himself not passive. But I’ll try again, 

And disenchant the sorcerer. Ay, there 
I reach’d him home : you bleed j open your 
doublet ; 

The 'wound, perhaps, is dangerous. 

Asc, But a scratch. 

Flo. tSure I have heard that voice, and seen 
that face ! 

Velasco, 'tis the king. 

Asc. My lord, what mean 3 ’ou 1 
Flo. Some planet strike me dead, and fix this 
arm 

A monument to tell posterity 

The treason of my error I Mighty sir, 

Show mercy to your creature, that my death 
AVhich hastily steals on me) may not be 
Too foul for after-story. 

Asc. Rise, Floreutio, 

This act cannot endure the name of treason, 

Flo. Borne surgeons, quick, to search the '\vound ! 
0 sir. 

How do you feel yourself? Speak life, or I 
Shall sink do'vvn to my centre. 

Asc. Not a man 

Stir hence ; thy sword was loyal tliy thouglits, 
And scarce hath pierc’d the skin. 0 my Floreutio ! 
Flo. My lord and king! But why did you 
engage 

Your sacred person into danger ? ’Twas not well : 
How many thousand lives depend on yours ! 

Asc. Envy o' tli' greatness I possess’d without 
The merit, and desire to know those perils 
We wantonly our subjects cast upon 
On every n eak exception, wrought my youth 
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Into this action. Nor can I repent 
Th’ experience of this war. 

Flo. Blit, 0 great sir, 

"Why (lid your majesty suffer this duel? 

’Twas cruel and unkind. How easily 
This hand might have committed sacrilege ! 

The very thought whereof, like some pale vision, 
Congeals my lilood. 

Asc. Search not that wound too deep. 
Florentio ! I shall hlush — ^blush like some lady 
Surpris’d in sin — if you too far examine. 

lYo. Conceal it not, great sir, though in the 
speaking 

Poison steal through my ear. Be confident : 
Unveil your thoughts. 

Asc. You needs must hate me, then, 

And will have justice to throw off that duty 
You owe me as a subject. Let it be 
Unspoken still, though smothering it be death. 
Flo. Good Hoaven defend I IVliat is an aimj' 
of us 

Exposed to certain slaughter, if compared 
To th’ shortest moment that should serve yoiu 
quiet 1 

And shall I live, and see my sovereign wear 
A sorrow on his brow 1 
Asc. Florentio ! thou 
Art glorious in thy virtue. So was I, 

Till looking on the queen I greAV o* th’ sudden 
Darker than midnight. 

Flo. 0 my cruel fate ! [Aside.] 

Asc. I grew a thief, a most ungrateful thief 
111 my designs, and labour’d to have stole 
The jewel of thy life from thee ; a jewel 
Myself so freely had bestowed upon 
The merits of thy youth. 

Flo. My soul foresaw this. 
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Asc. How justly had I perish’d hy thy sword ! 
How happy for my safety ! Then had I 
Been lost in my disguise, or died, my crime 
Unknown unto the world. Kow, if I live, 

I must wade through a sea of injuries, 

T’ attain an unsafe haven. 

EnUr ilie Queen. 

Flo. Cheer yourself, 

Dread sir. Though, as I give the legacy, 

I breathe my last, yet will I show a heart 
Thankful to your great favours, iladam, here 
Behold tlic Sovereign of Castiie. 

Queen. You have 

Been cruel in your kindness, sir, to keep 
So long your sacrc<l person hid fi*om us. 

Flo. He is j^our lover, madam, and ileserves 
The title : whether you obseive hia youth, 

So beauteous nature doats upon her work. 

Or weigh his greatness, powerful to defend you 
Should fate and all nnmkind conspire your ruin. 
And add to that, he merits yon, his sword 
Having restored your freedom, whfen poor I 
Was judg’d, like some old in&tniment of war, 
Unfit for service. All my interest 
I here resign to th’ author of my fate ; 

My love I cannot, which must still remain 
Companion to my life ; but I’ll take heed 
My wound appear not, though it uiwai’d bleed. 

[Ejdt. 

Asc. 1 wait here, madam, and attend your 
sentence ; 

For ’tis my doom. 

Queen. I am that sad wretch, 

Stands trembling at the bar. I know your merit. 
And know a gratitude, great as e’er was owing. 
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By an injured soul relieved ; I duly Tveigli 
That double tie. 'vvhich doth oblige me yours. 
First, when you sent your soldiers to my rescue; 
Then, by exposing your most sacred person 
To til* dangers of a war. 

Asc. A triidal nothing. 

Queen. What honour can come equal to my 
state. 

As by so liigh a match! And ’gainst your person 
The envious cannot find a quarrel. 

Asc. Madam, 

All this is circumstance the politic 
Bu&y their fancy with. I bring a love, 

An humble lore, which ia of value to 
Ennoble the parch’d labourer, and force 
An em2>ress listen to his row<>. Consider 
111 me nothing of fortune ; only look 
On tliat to wliich love new-ci'eated me. 

If once receiv’d your servant, what’s Castile 
In the com panson 1 For princes are 
Too bold, if they bring wealth and victory 
To enter comi^etition with those treasuies 
A lover aims at iii his mistress’ favour. 

May I not hope your smile ? 

(JuEEN. You nuifat command it. 

A.SO. Then give me leave to wlusi>er to my 
hopes 

lYhat .strange felicities I shall enjoy. 

Queen. But, sir, con.«ider liow you gave away 
To your Florentio all that claim you might 
Have to me, as so great a neighbouring prince. 

Asc. It ivas a gjft my ignorance made, which 1 
Was coseii’d in; for had my eye been honour’d 
Witli sight of such a beauty, safer lie 
hlight have petition’d for my sceptre, and 
Tlie gi'ant had not so soon begot repentance. 
Queen. But promises of princes must not be 
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By after-arts evaded. Who dares punish 
The breach of oath in subjects, and yet slight 
The faith he hath made them keep t 
Asc. Blit my Florentio 
Hath given me back his interest. 

Queen. That gift 

AVas like a vow extorted, which religion 
Cancels, as forc’d from conscience. 

Asc. But yourself 

Are free, and never by an oath made his. 

Queen. My resolution, grounded on his service, 
Ties more than formal contracts. 

Asc. Ill not urge 

You farther, but by these, which never yet 
Found passage through my eyes, not he nor all 
Mankind, contracted to one heart, can harbour 
A love that equals that 1 bum with. Madam, 
Think uu't^ and let jour thoughts find out that 
path 

AA^hich leads to mercy. AscaNIO. 

Queen. How I am dazzled, 

Plac’d on a precipice by tyrant Love ! 

The king is noble, and his merits claim 
A retribution great as I can make. 

He loves me, and yields only to Florentio, 

In the priority of service. My sad soul ! 

Enie7' FloresTIO, looks on the Queen, siffhSj and 
ffoes in affain. 

Between these two 1 might stand distracted ! 

But, virtue, guide me : nor con I e’er stray 

ArVlille that directs, and honour leads the way. 

r V — .1 
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ACT T., SCENE L 

Enter Decasted tmd MaArmg, 

Tjec. ily foTtuna yet fbiaakes me not, TIiere*a 

“VVTiLipftrH my aonl tliAt, though a stonn did cloud 
My toomingj I shall sei the enyy of 
My yet ytev&Wm^ enemy. Had you. 

My fellow’-aoldiera, not been three hours^ march 
From aiding us vhcn the Castilian army 
Made the assault, we had given their fate a 
chect, 

And taught them how unsafe it is to court 
Dangers abroad. I must entreat your courage 
To suffer for some momenta ; a short time 
"VVili bring tis the (joeen^g anawer ; if she yield 
(As reason may persuade her), we shall spi^e 
Much loss of blood : if not, your valour will 
Have Liberty to show itself. Yet still 
Kememher, that the city’s forc'd V obey 
A stranger j in their votes they fight for us. 

Did no man see the Lord Ossuna since 
Oiir fight V th' momiDg l 
Capt. He appear’d not, since 
"We left the city to the enemy; 

Ml\ich hath bred jealousy, my lord, that he 
Chang’d with the present fortune. 

Dec. Dofibt him. not : 

He hath a heart devoted to the ^eatness 
And safely of his country. WeU, he may 
Be lost i’ tV number of the edain ; but fate 
Cannot enforce him stoop beneaOi the vow 
Of rescuing Airagon from foreign anus. 
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^Hter ttoo common Soldiers halitf^ OssuNA fk dt 
a hermit. 

What innolence is this t tTnhanrl the raau ! 
Metliinks his haLit shonld be^et respect. 

Soii. Sly lord, we gness he is some spyj life 
tiame 

Skulking from th* enemy’s camp. Pray, gtiatd 
Yoar person ; mischief often lurks in shapes 
As holy. 

I)Efi I allow your care, jaid thank it : 

Lea^e him to me, and for awhile retire. [Fxeunt 
Oas. Your lordship knows me not ? 

‘Drc. Ossiiua, welcome ! 

BlessVl he thy Ijotter angel who preserrcl thee I 
How happy to the fortune of this war 
Art thou restor’d ' I «honld have fought nntitttiL% 
H.ul I not had the fate fe* einhrace the© thn^. 

How was my friend i»resorvM ? 

Oss. Jly virtue of 

This sacred habit. In the mhlst of war 
Disguis’d I thus esca})M, though close pur^^ued 
By some of the (pieen’s faction. To this weed' 

I owe iny safety. 

Dec. Quickly throw it off, 

Ami reinvest tliy body in that steel, 

With which thou still hast triumph’d. 0 my 
loid, 

How oft have wo, all bath’d in blood and sweat, 
Tlirough tdouds of dust, found out the waj’ to 
force 

Back victory to our side, when Portune seem’d 
To doat on tli’ enemy I We two have growri' 
Like cedars up together, and made all 
Seem shrubs to us, nO’Zoan sleeping secure 
But in our shadows. 

Oss. Yes, we have been happy. 
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Deg. Thou speak’sfc so hollow, as there were a 
douht 

We might not he so still. 

Oss. But there’s no faith 
In human hite. An emperor ^ did serve 
As footstool to the conq^ror, and are we 
Better assur’d of destiny ? 

Dec. AVhat strange 

TTuworthy faintness weakens his great soul 
AVho heretofore ne’er understood the language 
Danger speaks in ? Hath one defeat lost you 
That mighty courage, which hath fix’d upon 
Your name a glorious memory I Reassume 
Yourself, my lord : let no degenerate fear 
Benight the lustre of your former acts. 

OtoS. I call yourself and Arragou to ivdtness, 

My life hath yet been such, the reverend shades 
Of my great ancestors need not look pale, 

Or blush to know my story. To yourself, 

To whose brave youth I tied my youth a servant, 

I ever have perform’d all offices, 

Due to so brave a friendship. 

Deg, ’Tis confess’d. 

Oss. And here I vow, setting aside those fears 
Distract me as a ChrUtiau, 1 could smile, 

Smile .like some ^vauton misti’css upon decath, 
Wliatever shape it wears. 

Deg. My lord, tlus war 
1.S warranted by casuists for lawful ; 

But they (you’ll say) flatter the present state, 

And make divinity serve human ends. 

But ill itself it’s just : a war your judgment 
Gave apju’obation to, and urg’d me first 
To undertake. Therefore make good your own, 
And throw off this unuseful habit. 


1 Bajazet and Tamerlane. 
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Oss. Never. 

Deo. What said my friend ? 

Oss. By all things sacred, never. 

In this I will grow old, and with the weight 
Of years bend to the earth. In this Til breathe 
A happier air than yon in all your soft 
And varied silks. 

Deo. Some coward devil, sure, 

Fossesseth him. [A^ide.] 

Oss. My lord, I am instructed 
T’ a patience far above your injuries ; 

Nor shall your scorn or anger triumph o’er 
My resolution. I‘m fix^d here, uninov'd 
As is the centre. 

Dec. I was much to blame : 

This may be a brave virtue. Pray, my lord, 

Give mo your reasons why you tread this path. 

So little beaten by the feet of courtiers 1 
I would not have the world mistake your aim. 

And construe it to fear or melancholy. 

Oss. That cannot shake me : he who by the 
card 

O* th’ world's opinion steers his course, shall 
harbour 

In no safe port. But to your ear, my lord, 

I give this free account Seven winters pass’d. 
When I set sail from Sicily, a storm 
O’ertook the ship, so i>owerfnl, that the pilot 
Gave up the stern to the ordering of the waves, 
His art and hand grown useless ; those kind stars 
The sailors used t’ invoke were lost i' th' tempest, 
And nothing but a night, not to be seen. 

Was seen by us. When every one began 
T* advance himself toward death, as men con- 
denm’d 

To th' axe, when hope of pardon is shut out ; 

I, spite o' th' envious doud, look’d up to heaven, 
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And darted my faith thither, vowing to 
Forsake the flatter’d pomp and business of 
The faithless world, if I with safety might 
Attain the land. 

Dec. Was not I there, my lord ? 

Oss. You were. 

Deg. And made not I the selfsame vow ? 

Oss. Heaven hath recorded that we both did 
vow it — 

O’ th* sudden, night forsook us, and the loud 
Unruly winds fled to their unknown dwellings ; 
When a soft breath ’gan whisper to our sails, 

A calm was to ensue. 

Deg. JMy memory 

AiBict.s me much. But these are feeble towp. 
Made only by our fears : we ought to have 
Our reason undismayed, whene’er a promise 
Can force performance. 

Oss. I dispute it not — 

Soon as I reach’d the shore, I courted on 
Those vanities which had my youth enamour’d, 
Yet still with some remorse. Honours betray’d 
me 

Into a glorious trouble, and I grew 

Proud of my burthen ; but if Heaven had been 

Severe to my delays in this diseas’d 

Surfeit of pomp, my soul might have been call’d 

T’ her last account ; and, 0 my lord, where then 

Had breach of vow been safe ? 

Dec. These are sad thoughts. 

Oss. "But necessary. When the morning’s loss 
Made me search out a shape for flight, this habit 
Itself presented, and again redeem’d me; 

And Imow, I am resoled ne’er to forsake it, 

Till in the vault my earth and it together 
Shall wear away to dust. 

Deo. My lord, you have 
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Good title to your virtue. Pray, retire 
Into my tent : this sudden change, if known, 

May much amaze the soldier, and endanger 
The glory of tli’ attempt. I shall entreat 
Your prayer, since you deny your arm. 

Oss. My lord, may Heaven direct you ! 

[Exit OSSUNA- 

I)Ea “What have I obtain’d 
By all this sweat of business % Like the wind, 
Prosperous ambition only swell’d my sail, 

To give me courage to encounter with 
A tempest. Early cares and midnight frights, 
Faint hopes and causeless fears, successively, 

Like billows, have moved in me. What a fool 
Is human wisdom j what a beggar wealth ; 

How scorn’d a nothing that proud state we doat 
on i 

Time laughs us out of greatness, and shuts up 
Our wide designs iu a dark narrow room, 

Whence, when the valiant monai’ch shall creep 
forth. 

He will, like some poor coward, hide his eyes, 
And hope to skulk away. But these are thoughts, 
And now ’tis time for action. 

Eni^’ SOUDIER. 

Sol. If your lordship 

Will please for some few moments to retire 
Into your tent, her majesty in person 
Will give you parley here. 

Deg. In person, sir % 

The favour bears some omen I She who in 
The tempest of misfortune still did spread 
Her sails at large, why doth she strike them now, 
The wind so prosperous I This is a descent 
Beneath her greatness. 
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Sol. I reach not, my lord* 

!nm zayaberUts of princes ; bat &pis mssasge 
She charg'd me to return. 

Dec. The acts of princes 
Are govern’d often by as frail a pawion 
As those JU'p of the vulgar : the same rage 
That stirs t^ro footmen to a fray, creates 
"VVar befcveen kingdoms ; but the zealous subject. 
Gazing afar on th’ actions of the piond, 

Finds towers and lions in an empty cloud. 

But 1*11 obey hei' leisure. Watch you heie 
TUI you discot^er hej* advanc’d tliis way. 

Dct’astko. 

Ascanio. FLOKEVnO. 

JElo. *Sir, yon created me. and itus'd me up 
To 'tih’ state of duke, wh^n I -^as common dn^'t 
Andjihad not fortune gi^eu me niter f^st 
T ifclf j&n our of the quef^n, I iiad ocmtinufed 
In the worst fate of man, ingratitude. 

I^^ow I can boast I have restored you buck 
A lore rich as the bounty j ou sh^ 'V ei *d on me : 
*Ti& all the stock of my poox' Me. 

Asc. JSad fate * 

That I mu'-t wound thee to the heart to cure 
JJy leprosy with thy Wood. Florentio, search 
I’ ih’ stock of women ; there’s scone other beanty. 
Flo. 0, no ' no other. 

A^>C. m endow lier with 
The we^th of ail Castile. 

Fui, Poor nothing t 

Aec. if sovereignty be the idol of thy soul, 

I win divide my kingdom. Thou shadt ragn 
As independent as mysdf. 

Flo. Oueat sir, 

Contimie but your favour, and my stars 
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Cannot afford a greatness equals it. 

The treasures of th’ ambitious are the scorn 
Of those who seriously contemplate life. 

My fortune’s high enough : and now my thoughts 
Grow temperate. Not for the empire of the east^ 
(Which yet retains the treasures man enjoy’d 
Ere he grew black with sin), would I have wanted 
This bless’d occasion to express the zeal 
I owe my prince. Here, \nih. as free a soul 
I give her to 3 'onr arms as e’er you threw 
A smile upon my service. 

Asc. Thanks, dear friend ! 

(That word must speak our loves). By this great 
gift 

Thou hast redeem’d me from the torture, and 
Possess’d me of the fairest. 

Flo, 0 ! 

Aso, The fairest nature e’er made for wonder. 
Flo. She is fair. 

Asc. Enjoying her, thy king shall live, who else 
Were desperate beyond cure. He shall be envied ; 
And every year, as age threatens decay, 

He shall regain new life from her. Florentio, 
Believc’t, there's miracle in such a beauty. 

Flo. Surely there is. 

Enter QUEEN, SaNMARTINO, OnIATE, CleanthA, 
FlOTvIANA. 

And see sh’ appears ! how like some heavenly 
vision, 

That kills with too much glory I 
Asc. Stand still, and wonder with me. 

Queen. Cleantha I O, the prodigy ! And how 
Wilt thou endure his serious face ? Cau’st thou,* 
Whom nothing tempted but wit parcel-gilt 
And the last fashion, suffer Qniate 9 
VOL XIII. 2 c 
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Ole. Madam, I undertake him for a penance : 
Perhaps he was enjoin'd me. 

Queen. It was Love 

You went to shrift with then. And yet how that 
Young wanton Idleness ^ould counsel yon 
To this conversion, still is more my riddle. 

Cle. The court is full of wonders, madam ; and 
’Tis handsome to do things extravagant. 

Queen. But how, in th* heat of war, your 
thoughts should be 
So apt for Love’s impression ? 

Ole. Love will dance 
As nimbly to the trumpet, fife, or drum, 

As to those many ‘nolins which play 
So loud at court. Moreover, it concern’d 
My safety ; I so straifcly was besieg'd, 

And by so strong a Caesar. 

Queen. 0 my lord! 

I am informed with bow fierce a spirit 
You do assault our ladies. 

San. Pray, your mercy ! 

And if your majesty will please to banish 
The art of making love quite from the court, 

I’ll not be out of fashion. 

Queen. For your sake 
I wiil contrive it so ; and, good my lord, 

Will you begin th’ example, you will see 
How soon the fine young lords will follow you.— 
Your pardon, sir ; had I but seen your highness, 

I had not lost so much of language from 
A most expressive gratitade. 

Aso. Madam, you pay a trivial debt with too 
great interest ; 

For now contemn'd a slightness was my life 
Until employ’d to serve you 1 
Flo. ^e glanced this way. 

And love’s artilleiy played from her eye. 
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Unhappy bankrupt, what a kingdom have 
I forfeited 1 So often in a calm 
Some vessel, rich in freight and proud in sail, 
Doth spring a sudden leak, and sinks for ever. 
Asc. But, madam, is there hope your heart can 
yield 

To an exchange in love ! My title’s good, 
Florentio having given np his claim. 

filter Dboastro, t&c. 

Queen. But, sir, th’ estate is still my own; nor 
have 

I need to sell it. But Decastro’s here ; 

And if your majesty will deign your presence 
Unto the parley, ’twill advance the honour 
And purpose of our meeting. 

Aso. I’m your servant. 

Queen. My lord, you see how near the safety of 
Our subjects toucheth us : we can stoop thus 
Beneath our majesty, and enter parley 
Even with a rebel, 

Dec. Madam, ’tis in vain 
To hold dispute ’gainst what you will condemn ; 
And it were insolence to boast my power 
Or speak my right, now when the hearts of all 
men 

Confirm the justice of my taking arms. 

Cast but your eye on this vast body, which 
The kingdom doth unite in my defence, 

And see how ruinous is your error, that 
Must lean to foreign succours. 

Queen. *Tis a refuge 
Your practice forc’d me to. 

Dec. But would your highness 
Had lent a gentler ear to the safe counsel 
Of him who had no crime but too much love I 
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FliO. My lord, that word fell rudely from your 
tongue, 

And, I may say, unmannerly : *tis duty 
You owe the queen. 

Dec. Eight, sir ; an humble duty, 

Ambitious to expose my life to dangers, 

Greater than any other soul dares fancy. 

Asc. Pray stay, Fiorentio : this is now my 
cause, 

And I (proud man) will tell you, your great heart 
Doth want expansion to receive a love 
Worthy her scorn. 

Deo. And I will answer y’ou. 

Proud monarch of Castile, what mould 
Soever nature casts me in, my mind 
Is vaster than your empire ; and I can 
Love equally with him whose name did conquer 
Kingdoms as large as yoms. 

Abo. Your majesty 

Must license here my rage, to teach his folly 
(Presumptuous folly) a submiss repentance. 

Deg. Sir, here I stand prepar'd. [A ^tout toithin. 
Queen. What noise is that ? 

Oni. The city’s all in mutiny, and vow 
To perish iii the Lord Decastro's cause : 

They’re ready now to lay rude hands upon 
The garrisons of Castile. Your majesty 
Should hinder mischief, if you suddenly 
Eetum, and by your presence stop their fury. 

Deo. Pray, Oniate, take this signet : tell 
The magistrates her majesty and 1 
Are now accorded, with a due regard 
To th* public safety. Take some of my army, 

To give authority to what you say. 

Assure them all is well. Oniate 

Asa What means this wonder 9 
Flo. This speaks him noble, even to our envy. 
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Queen. My lord, in this you have oblig’d ua. 
Pray, 

Inform ua of your thoughts, that we may study 
To make this parley liappy. 

Deo. Mighty lady, 

I find my love hath not been dress’d so smooth • 
To tempt your liking : and I must confess, 

My passion (like the spleen of witches) hath 
Begot whirlwinds and thunder. Would I might 
Have found a softer way t’ have wrought my 
ends ! 

For by your beauty (the most sacred oath 
A. lover can swear by) that was the mark, 

The sole fair mai*k I aim’d at. For, if pride 
Had overs way’d my love, I could have stood 
O’ th’ level ^\ith that prince, so much your people 
Were vow’d to my devotion. 

Queen, Omyloi*d, 

You fairly speak your virtues, 

Deo, And but view 

The vastness and good order of my camp, 

Your best towns sworn to run my fortune, and 
You’ll say ’twas love did beg tbis interview. 

Asc. My lord, your language cannot fright us 
from 

The queen’s defence. 

Deo. Great sir, she needs it not. 

Down on your knees, my fellow-soldiers, and 
With me bow to your sovereign ; swear with me 
Never to lift jour arm ’gainst her command. 

Thus as your subject ; as your lover thus — 

Thus to the earth 1 fs^, and with my lips 
Seal my obedience. \Kiiieih ilte ground. 

Queen. Pray, rise up, my lord. 

Would I could merit thus much favour \ but 

Dec. Pardon. I interrupt you — ^but you can- 
not 
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lore to anawer inine ; nor will I force it. 

Be happy in your choice, and wheresoe’er 
You €x, i^hiue ever glorious. From this hour 
m never more disturb you. 

Queen. Now beshrew me, 

Hetbinks 1 feel compasdon. [Aside.] Gh}od my 
lord, 

Write in that blank all your demands, and, by 
The honour of a princess, 111 deny 
Nothing you shall insert. 

[Jffe looks on t/, and returns it, 
Deo. There ’tis again, 

The paper innocent as 'v^en you gave it. 

Queen. My lord, yon have writ nothing. 

Dec. And lis nothing, 

Now I have miss'd yourself, I can demand. 
Fortune, contract thy treasure from all nations, 
And gild it o’er with honour and with beauty, 

Yet miat thou not the power to force one wish, 
Now I have lost this lady. 

Abc. a great spirit ! 

Dfia One hnmble prayer I have, which must 
not be 

Denied : and lis, your majesty will give 
Me leave ne’er more to see you. 

Queen. 0 my lord 

Dec. My voVs irrevocable, I shall secure 
Your kingdom best by absence, and my eye 
Will never brook so ridi a treasure made 
The purchase^ of another. To a cave, 

Some uudiscover'd cave, to which no path 
Doth lead the wandering lover, I have vowed 
The remnant of my days. 


* [Prize,] 
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Enter OSSTTNA. 

Flo. a strange conversion ! 

And ’twill behove my fate to follow him. 

Dsa Hy Lord Ossuna here and 1 have sworn 
Our lives to solitude, which we’ll observe 
Religiously : and since 1 cannot prove 
Possessor, I’ll be conqueror, in love. 

Aso. Pray stay, zny lord. Behold Florentio 
there, 

He hath outdone you : he, for love of me, 

Hath done what you for love of heaven. All 
The interest he had in that bright queen 
He hath resign’d to me. 

Dec. He hath paid you for your favours. 

Flo. ’Tis confess’d : what’s mine is yours. 

Aso. Thanks, my Florentio ; for with her my 
youth 

May be still happy, and my age disdain 
To know a weakness. From her eyes I may 
Draw still new vital heat, and find what fools 
Have studied for, th' elu^ : in her arms 
I may be safe ’gainst all invasion &om 
Abroad, or civil dangers nurs’d at home. 

Queen. Your highness’ pardon. I confess how 
high 

Your merits rise in my esteem ; but must not, 

To honour your deserts, myself become 
Unworthy after-story, blomish’d with 
That scorn which still defames our sex, register’d 
A most inconstant woman ; or, what’s much 
More infamous, one who reserves her love 
To serve her profit, and exposeth it 
To the merchant that bids fairest. 

Asc. Madam, spare that breath to clear 
The air, when poison’d by contagion. 

1 know your settled thoughts, and that my power 
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Or title weighs not in your lore. Ilorentio, 

I Trill no longer rack yon : though the queen 
Be th' only fixe e^er wamitl this heart, and I 
Despair ever to love again. 1 will 
Disdain to he unjust. I will not be 
Overcome in friendship : reassume thy right. 

Flo, Sir. you undo me. Tn your injury 
I Tvas 16*53 wretched : like a bankrupt now, 
‘VTithout all ho}>e of payment, I mast owe. 

Asc. Th^ ambition of my sendee, and disguise, 
Was to advance 3 our fortune, madam ; nor 
Can I attempt you farther, though the conquest 
Would wreathe my temples with a prouder laurel 
Than the ad<lition of the world unto 
3dy sceptre. Be safe in your choice, and happy. 

QueeS- This goodne^® grows even to a miracle. 
In his behalf, sir, I must vow myself 
A subject, and your servant. 

Afic, 0, command ; 

For I have notning. madam, but obedience. 

• My kingdom shall be jiroud to share with yours 
In danger, and TU glory to be styled 
Tour soldier. 

Flo. I am lost in wonder I Sir, 

I know not how to entertain this blessing : 

I fear my joys will be roy ruin. 

Dec. Be both happy ; 

And may time never fa^er that black moment, 
'Which shall appear to you less fortunate ! 

Asc. Join then your hands for ever. He doth 
live 

M^hty indeed, who hath power and will to give. 

[Sxeunit. 
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We have nothing left ns but our blushes now 
For your much penance ; and though we allow 
Our fears no comfort, since you must appear 
Judges corrupt, if not to ns severe : 

Yet in your majesty we hope to find 
A mercy, and in that our pardon sign'd. 

And how can we despair you will forgive 
Them who would please, when oft offenders live 1 
And if we have err’d, may not the courteous say, 
Twas not their trade, and but the Author’s play 7 


THE EPILOGUE AT THE FRIARS. 

What shall the Author do ? It madness were » 
To entreat a mercy from you, who are severe 
Stern judges, and a pardon never give ; 

For only merit with you makes things live. 

He leaves you therefore to yourselves, and may 
You gently ^quit, or else condemn, the play, 

As in an upright conscience you’ll thiuk fit : 
Your sentence is the life and death of wit. 

‘zafifc 

A Middlesex jury on his play should go, 

They cannot find the murder wilful, since 
’Twas acted by command in his own defence. 
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EDITION, 

The AntUpiary, A Comedy^ Acted try her maieetiet 
ServanU, at Codt~EiL WnttmhyShacieiiy Mer- 
mton, Oent. Zondon, Printed by ff, K, for L IF. 
and F. E. and are to be sold at ike Crane, in St. PaiuPt 
Chvrek^yard, 1641. 4^ 



INTRODUCTION. 


Sea.E£BLi:y Mabmiok Tvas bom at Ayubo,^ iicji 
Brackley, in tbe county of Nortliampton, wlicio hi^ 
father was lord of the manor, and in possession ol <v 
considerable estate. He received the early pail oi liis 
education at the free school, at Thame, in the county ot 
Oxford, under the care of Eichard Boucher, coiuiuduIv 
called Butcher, the master thereof. In the ycai lb 17 
he became a gentleniaU'<»mimoner of 'Wodhaui C*ollQ.re, 
in Oxford, and in 1624,^ took the degree of 3ra:»lei of 
Arts Anthony "Wood® say* that he I'vas ‘’a gooill> 
proper gentleman, and had once in his iiosse'&iou seven 
hundred pounds per annum at Icast.’^ The ^\llole ot 
this ample fortune he dissipated ; altei u hith he u eiit 


^ Some authoiities stite that he was bom “about the 
beginning of Jouuaiy 1002,” and tbii» diio seem** coii' 
Bistent with the time when he wab euteied at 'Wndham 
College. — ColUtr. 

^ Langbaine, p. 345. 

’* “ Athens Oxonienses,’* ii. 19. Oldys, in his HSS. notes 
on Langbame, says it was oar authoi's father who squan- 
dered away his fortune ; but as he quotes no authority for 
this assertion, I have followed Wood's account. 




TWIBOimcTIOK. 

intO'fhc^LcV)^ OtllUTttXea'; Irat not - wifit jmrmn- 

tioiL fkfflVildiiig to his expectathnijlie rotamedtolbig- 
.Ism^ IQS^ 'ws admitted one of the txaop lOHed ^ 
Sir John Snckliiu: for aift use of IfTiTig ntmrlw; X 
in hts ospodkion Ofniincir the ScotE. in thit year IfiBS : 
hut jeHing aiot at Tori:, he jesumecl xc London, uc hara 
he died in the same ye^.' Lesidee seTeiel jioens. 
scattesed alrant in diffident pn'uiica^ons-' he 'wrote 
^tofsQ riz. — 

1 , <■ HoUanti S Leader * an escelifint comeOj. d£ it 
hath hdn lately and often acted with great apjdaiffie hy 
the and might}' Prinee OiiahleE his gervams. at the 
paratehmiae in Stidiauury Comt. Ifi2h.” 


i notes to LaxiguouM:. 

s ^Anmng the rest, there are some yotss ry Hlarmian 
befare !QioiiiaE Heywoada ^’Dadocueg and I>ramae." ICST.] 
s «lEhe ■CeeisT ilerchanr : or, The Sdidier'c Cicizen,*’ naa 
hkn lieeD Butsibutied tL> Biiakerioy Slonmon, but nn no 
aufiEifdeixt evidence, as well ae a pastoral, called *'The 
Faathfhl Bbepheru,'* whiuh TLiiuiE a peip y to jiim. The 
first otf ihesK;. which ervidenaiy was a corner, was never 
piinted. — CoUiet’. f** The Crafty Jlercfaaut,’’ wiiiGh Beema 
to hawe been oricinidiy ecuhled *' The Mfirchonte SacrifiDe.” 
is ZD the list of plnye deBtrored, according to 'Vrarburtnn titf 
herald, hy the ignoranoe of his cook. Xi is thisre given to 
hfermion. See Lansd. H3. 807.] 

^ [In 16S2, I^icbolas Goodman ‘onbiiBbed a prose 'cracc 
-esxtxtiled : ‘'HbUaDd'sLfiagTar; nr, m TTiurnrinu!! jMBp nprae 
of the Xcie and Aouons a£ ^ona iBthanica Sofiandia,'” is& 
Seetheiah iatUin Haalitt, p. 23fi, “HoHand’s LaagoEi:,'” 
it laa^ he well to explain, was -narm^ gf one of the 
Boeoaed Bbem in Bonllkwack. Jt wn n hoRge dstaohed 
boildiag and stood tiQ wrOxin e onw ^nnidred ^eais age on 
the site at HaiU&nd Btseet, Snrrey Itnm^- Soyd^ pubbdied 
a plant in 1616, contEdnmg a view edit] 
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To the Dramatu Persona of this play the uames of 
the Beveral peiformera are added.^ 

2 “A Fine Companion,* acted befoie the king atnl 
queene, at White hall, and siindne times with great 
applause, at the private hon<)e in Sababury Court, by 
the Pnnce his servants. 1633 " 4**. 

8 “The Antiquary, a Comedy, acted by her Ma- 
jesties servants, at the Cockpit 1641/* 4**. 

He also published “ Cupid and Psyche ; or an epick 


^ They may be worth subjoining in a note they were, 
Wilham Browne, Ellis Wm-th, Andrew Keyne, Matthew 
Smith, James Bneller, Henry Grodwell, Thomas Bond, 
Richard Fowler, Edwaid Hay, Robert Huyt, Robert Staf 
ford, Riohaid Godwin, John Wnght, Richard Foucb, 
Arthur Sarill, and Samuel Mannery. The last sin plaj ed 
the female parts m the pUy — CnUun 
* The Prologue u a short conversation between a Critic 
and the Author, which contains the following hit, perhaps 
at Ben Jonson — 

^'CaiTio AieyoathesatbovofthispUyt 
AOTKoa What then* 

CaiTio Out o this poetiy* I wonder what 
Tou do with this disease a seed of Tipen 
Spawn’d in ParaaNu^ pool , whom the world frowns on 
And here yon vent your poison on the stase 
Airrnoa What say yon sirT 
Obitio Oh, you are de^ to all 
Sounds but a ptaudile aad yet yon may 
Remember, if yon please. wbtA entei tainment 
Borne ofyour tube have nod that have took pamS 
To be contemn d and laugh'd at by the vulgar. 

And then asenb d it to then ignoianoe 
I should be loath to see yoo more tbeur spleens 
With no better success, and then with some 
Oommendatoiy epistles, fly to the press 
To vindicate yonr credit 
AoTHOB What if I dot 
CBino By my consent, in hare you 
Banish'd the stage, prosonb’d and interdloted 
Castalian water, and poetical fire " 

— Colher 
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poem of Cmpid acil lic' as ilkiraff laielj pie> 

senited to ihe Pimise 1637,^ 16G6. 

Fie&ttd 'll! tllZfi '•■‘.iuft f>r. P!iB^limiiiwn.n a] Fy g i» iffi w aly 

Btonje. Fiaside UsoiSBas K«l>iliie% and Thonns 

Hertrcol 

Wot>il smlieUft some jbetiie 

pfeesa, vlsiclL wesie esthearlc^ cet in oIscisk 


^ [^a copf Bivvr twlore me, vliiSdl^ a.n£tteon^&eflj-leaf 
&QrT, «a9d at in 1£17« for £>^ dl, the date 

1SI>7 the (ta^xred titde has bem aDsmd mvh^iepBD, 
de ** 7*^ boB^ chaqgd'i into Tbeii«iso!nI^«nee£tiGa 

In 4*; bpitinfl cS r e nm wg ts iaea has hJ to tite img fa b g piiot^ 
ffaak ifacn vote inqmntn m 16S7 and 1S3S.] 




DEAMATIS PEESON-Sl. 


The Ddse of Piba.^ 

LeonabdOj ) 

Donato, \t<«‘ ««»*«'•■ 

Vetebano, tJu Antiquary. 

GaspabO} a magnifico of Pita. 

LobenbOj an old gentleman. 

MooiNioo, an old gentleman that vovld young. 

Lionel^ nepkem to the Antiquary. 

Petbuoio, afooliah gentleman, ton to Ga^ro. 
AuBELto, a young gentleman. 

Aubelio's Faiueb, in the diaguiee of a ftmt’o. 

Sia Bot. 

Fetbo, the Antiguarfa boy. 
vife to Lorenzo. 

LucBETiA, daughter to Lorens. 

Anqslia, aiater to JAond, in the diagviae gfapage. 
Julia, ) ^ 

Baccha, 

A Cook. 

Tw) Sebtabts. 


The Scene, Piaa. 


1 The scene, howerer, seems to be laid at Tenloe. The Blalto Is 
mentioned in act and Venice is again spoken pf In act 111. as when 
the tconsactlons of the plaj ore carried on.— PeppA 
[It may be added that there was nerer any qf.Piaa, and that 
most of the names ore Venetian.] 
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THE ANTIQUARY.^ 


ACT L, SCENE 1. 

Enter Lionel and Petrucio. 

Lio. Now, sir, let me bid you welcome to your 
country and the longing expectation of those 
friends that have almost languished for the sight 
of you. lAsideJl I must flatter him, and stroke 
him too \ he will give no milk else. 

Pet. 1 have calculated by all the rules of reason 
and art that I shall be a great man; for what 
singular quality concurs to perfection and advance- 
ment that is defective in me 1 Take my feature 
and proportion; have they not a kind of sweet- 
ness and harmony, to attract the eyes of the be- 
holders ? the conhrmation of which many authen- 
tical judgments of ladies have sealed and subscribed 
to. 

Lio. How do you, sir ? are you not well ? 

Pet. Next, my behaviour and discourse, accord- 
ing to the courtrgarb, ceremonious enough, more pro- 


^ Mr Samuel Gale told Dr Ducarel that tiiis comedy was 
acted two nights in 1718, immediat^y after the reviyal o£ 
l^e Society of AnUquariee, and that therein had been 
introduced a ticket of a turnpike (then new), which was 
called a Tessera, —NoU. 
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mising than substaotis], able to keep pace with the 
best bimtuig vit of them all : beades, Xatare has 
biased me inth. bohiness ssffideiUi and foitune 
with means. AVhat then should hinder met 
Xothiog but destiny, rillanoiis de&dny, that fhaini^ 
'virtue to darkness and obscurity. \VeU, I irili 
insiiuiate myself into the court andpr^ence of the 
duke; and if he bare not tbe grace to distin- 
goish of worth, his ignorance upon hfin ' 

Liol What^ in a mitse^ sir I 
Pet. Cannot a gentleman ronunate orer his 
good parts, bat yon must be tToubliog of him i 
LlO. Wise men and. fools are alike ambitions : 
thig trarelling motion^ Las been abroad in qoeat 
of strange fashions, where his spongy brain has 
sacked the dregs of all tbe foily he could possibly 
meet with, and is indeed more ass than he went 
forth. I an interest in bis disgrace, I’d rail 
at him, and perhaps beat him for it ; but he is as 
strange to me as to bimself, therefore let him con- 
tinae in his beloTed simplicity. [Aside. 

Pet. Xext, 'when he shall be instructed of mj 
worth and eminent sufficiencies, he cannot dignify 
me with less employment than the dignity of an 


^ Moiion is Apuppfi. In Ben Joneon's Han out 

ot his Humour/’ act ir. ae. a. Captain Pod, the celebrated 
ofmer oi a pappet*shoir, ^sd his motion^ sre mentloDed. 

Agaiu, la B^umont and Pletciiers ’^BuJe a Wife and 
have a Wife,*’ act ii, — 

“ If b« be Uiat awfleii Uut jna tell me of, 

Aad iiuJc.-e ao more noiae, I shall enteittin hBa.** 

Xn The Queen of Corinth,” by the sam^ act L ac. 3 — 

“ Good CHends, te half sa hov zeaove joor aofiMi ” 
and in Bekkec^e Villaniee IXscorered by Lanthonie and 
Caiifle*hghi^" 1620, cb. jv; s " Thie laboor beinv taken, ibe 
maateor of motion, hearkens where such a nobleman, Ac. 
The SBCfton ia presented before him.'* 
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embassador. How bravely shall I behave myself 
in that service ! and what an ornament unto my 
country may I arrive to be, and to my kindred ! 
But I will play the gentleman, and neglect them j 
that’s the first thing I’ll study. 

Lio, Shall I be bold to interrupt you, sir I 

Pet. Presently I’ll be at leisure to talk with 
you: ’tis no small point in stato policy still to 
pretend only to be thought a man of action, and 
rather than want a colour, be busied with a man’s 
own self, 

Lio. "Who does this ass speak to 1 surely to him- 
self: and ’tis impossible he should ever he wise 
that has always such a foolish auditory. ^Aaide. 

Pet. Then, "with what emulous courtship will 
they strive to entertain me in foreign parts ; and 
what a spectacle of admiration shall I be made 
amongst those who have formerly known me ! How 
dost thou like my carriage ? 

Lio. Most exquisite, believe me. 

Pet, But is it adorned with that even mixture 
of fluency and grace as are required both in a 
statist and a courtier I ^ 

Lio. So far as the divine prospect of my under- 
standing guides me, ’Ids without parallel most 
excellent^ but 1 am no professed critic in the 
mystery. 

Pet. Well, thou hast Lineeus’ eyes for observa- 
tion, or cou/d’st ne’er have made sneh a cunning 
discovery of my practice. But will the ladies, 


^ A statist is a statesman. So ia Ben Jonson’s " Cynthia's 
Hevels,” act ii. so. 8 : “Next is your statist’s faoe, a 
serious, solemn, and supercilious face, full of formal and 
square gravity.” 

And in Tbo Mkgnetick Lady,’* by the same, aot i. eo. 7— 

** He 

Will screw you out a secret ftom a itatiit.*’ 
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think you, have that apprehension to discern and 
approve of me ? 

Lio. Without question ; they cannot be so dull or 
stony-hearted as not to be infinitely taken with 
your worth. Why, in a while, you shall have them 
so enamoured that theyll watch every opportunity 
to purchase your acquaintance; then again reviveit 
with often banqueting and visits ; nay, and per- 
haps invite others, by their foolish example, to do 
the like ; and some, that despair of so great happi- 
ness, will inquire out your haunts, and walk there 
two or three hours together, to get but a sight of 
you. 

Pet. 0 infinite I I am transported with the 
thought on’t I It draws near noon, and I appointed 
certain gallants to meet me at the five-c^o^vn or- 
dinary ; after, we are to wait upon the like beauties 
you talked of to the public theatre. I feel of late 
a strong and witty genius growing upon me, and 
I begin, I know not how, to be in love with this 
foolish sin of poetry. 

Lio. Axe you, sir ? there’s great hopes of you. 

Pet. And the reason is, because they say ’tis 
both the cause and effect of a good wit, to which I 
can sufficiently pretend ; for I^ature has not jilayed 
the stepdame with me. 

Lio. In good time, sir. 

Pet. And now you talk of time, ■what time of 
day is it by your watch ? 

Lio. I have none, sir. 

Pet. How, ne’er a ■watch I 0, monstrous I how 
do you consume your hours ? Ne’er a watch ! 'tis 
the greatest solecism in society that e’er I heard 
of : ne’er a watch ! 

Lio, How deeply you conceive of it 1 

Pet. You have not a gentleman, that’s a true 
gentleman, without one ; ’tis the main appendix 
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to a plush lining : hesides, it helps much to dis- 
course; for while others confer notes togethei', we 
confer our watches, and spend good part of the day 
with talking of it. 

Lio. Well, sir, because I'll be no longer desti- 
tute of such a necessary implement, I have a suit 
to you. 

Pet. a suit to me 9 Let it alone till I am a 
great man, and then [aside] I shall answer you 
with the greater promise and less performance. 

Lio. I hope, sir, you have that confidence I 
will ask nothing to your prejudice, but what shall 
some way recompense the deed. 

Pet. What is't 1 Be brief : 1 am in that point 
a courtier. 

Lio. Usurp, then, on the proffer'd means ; 

Show yourself forward iu an action 

May speak you noble, and make me your friend. 

Pet. a friend ! wliat's that ? I know no such 
thing. 

Lio. a faithful, not a ceremonious friend ; 

But one that will stick by you on occasions, 

And vindicate your credit, were it sunk 
Below all scorn, and interpose his Ufe 
Betwixt you and all dangers ; such a friend 
That, when he sees you carried by your passions 
Headlong into destruction, will so follow you 
That he will guide you from’t, and with good 
counsel 

Eedeom you from ill courses ; and, not flattering 
Your idle humour to a vain expense, 

Cares not to see you perish, so he may 
Sustain himself awhile, and raise a fortune, 
Though mean, out of your ruins, and then laugh 
at you. 

Pet. Why, be there any such &iends as these i 

Lio. a world : 
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They walk like spirits, not to be discern’d ; 

Subtle and soft like air ; have oily bahn 
Swimming o'er their words and actions ; 

But below it a flood of galL 

Pet. Well, to the purpose : speak to the pur- 
pose. 

Lio. If I stand link’d unto yon. 

The Gordian knot w'as less dissolnbl^ 

A rock less Arm, or centre movable. 

Pet, Speak your demand. 

Lio. Do it, and do it freely, then ; lend me a 
hundred dncats. 

Pet. How is that % lend you a hundred ducats ! 

Not a ril never have a friend while I breathe 

first : no, I’ll stand upon my guard ; I give all the 
world leave to whet their wits against me, work 
like moles to undermine me, yet I’ll spurn all their 
deceits like a hillock. I tell thee I’ll not buy the 
Bimdl repentance of a friend or whore at the rate 
of a livre. 

Lto. What’s this ? I dare not 
Trust my own ears, silence choke up my anger. 

A friend and whore ! are they two parallels, 

Or to be nam’d together! May he never 
Have better friend that knows no better how 
To value them. Well, I was ever jealous ^ 

Of his baseness, and now my fears are ended. 

Pox o’ these travels ! they do but corrupt 
A good nature, and Ms was bad enough before. 

Unter Ahoeua. 

Pbt. What pretty sparkle of humanity have we 
here t Whose attendant are you, my little knave 1 

Ana. I wait, sir, on Master Lionel. 


' [SuspiriouB.] 
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Lio. *Tis well you are come. What says the 
gentleman 1 

Ang. I delivered your letter to him. He is very 
sorry he can furnish you no "better ; he has sent 
you twenty crowns, he says, towards the large debt 
he owes you. 

Pet. a fine child ! and delivers his tale with 
good method. Where, in the name of Ganymede, 
had’st thou this epitome of a servitor ? 

Lio. You’d little think of what consequence and 
pregnancy this imp is : you may hereafter have 
hoth cause to know and love him. What gentle- 
men are these 1 

Ent&r Gaspako and LoRENZO. 

Pet. One is my father. 

Lor. 1 hear your son, air, is return’d from 
travel, 

Grown up a fine and stately gentleman, 

Outstrips his compeers in each liberal science. 

Gas. I thank my stars he has improv’d his time 
To the best use, can render an account 
Of all his journey j how he has arriv’d, 

Through strange discoveries and compendious 
ways, 

To a most perfect knowledge of himself ; 

Can give a model of each prince’s court, 

And is become their pheer.^ He has a mind 
Equally pois’d, and virtue without sadness ; 

Hunts not for fame through an ill path of life ; 
But is indeed, for ail parts, so accomplish’d 
As I could wish or frame him. 

Lob. These are joys, 

In their relation to you, so transcendant. 


^ [Old copy, fear* Feer or ^hter is a companion or friend,} 
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As than yourself I know no man more happy. 
May I not see your son I 

Gas. See where he stands, 

Accompanied with young Lionel, the nephew 
To Veterano the great antiquary. 

Lor.^ I’ll he bold, by your favour, to endear 
Myself in his acquaintance. Noble Petrucio, 
Darling of Venus, minion of the Graces, 

Let me adopt me heir unto your love : 

That is, yours by descenl^ and which your father, 
A grave wise man, and a magnifico, 

Has not disdain’d. 

Pet. I am much bound to you for it. 

Loe. Is that all? 

Pet. See the abundant ignorance of this age ! 
he cites my father for a precedent. Alas I he is 
a good old man, and no more ; there he stands, 
he ha^ not been abroad, nor known the world ; 
therefore, I hope, will not he so foolishly peremp- 
tory to compare with me for judgment, that have 
travelled, seen fashions, and been a man of intelli- 
gence. 

Lor. Signior, your ear ; pray, let’s counsel you. 

Pet. Counsel me I the like trespass again ; sure, 
the old man doats I AVho counselled me abroad, 
when I had none but mine own natural wisdom 
for my protection 1 Yet I dare say I met with 
more perils, more variety of allurements, mere 
Circes, more Calypsos, and the like, than e’er were 
feigned ^ upon Ulysses. 


^ This ^eeefa. seems more properly to belong to !^ren^ 
to whom Gasparo has just pointed out his son standing with 
Lionel, — Ctillier, [It is given to Lorenzo in a copy of the 
ori^al edition before me.—lT.] 

• [Query, should we readj^ino^, thrust, as the speaker rather 
speaks of the adventures of Ulysses as a reality than a 
myth.] 
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Lok. It show’d great wisdom that you could 
avoid them. 

Give o’er, and tempt your destiny no further ; 

’Tis time now to retire unto yourself : 

Settle your mind upon some worthy beauty ; 

A wife will tame all wild affections. 

I have a daughter who, for youth and beauty, 
Might be desir’d, were she ignobly bom ; 

And for her douiy, that shall no way part you. , 
If you accept her, here, before your friends, 

1 will betroth her to you. 

Pet. I thank you, sir, you’d have me marry 
your daughter ; is it so 1 

Lor. With your good liking, not otherwise. 

Pet. You nourish too great an ambition. What 
do you see in mo to make such amotion 1 No. be 
wise, and keep her ; were I married to her, I should 
not like her above a mouth at most. 

Lor. Hoiv i not above a month ? 

Pet. I’ll tell you, sir, I have made an experience 
that way on my nature : when I have hired a 
creature for my pleasure, as ’tis the fashion in 
many places, for the like time that I told you of, 
I have been so tired ■with her before 'twas out, as 
no horse like me ; I could not spur my affection to 
go a jot further. 

Gas. Well said, boy I thou art e’en mine o^vn 
son ; wlien I "was young, ’twas just my liumoui*. 

Lio. You give yourself a plausible commends.* 

Pet. I can mako a shift to love : but, having 
enjoyed, fruition kills my ai)petite : no, 1 must have 
several objects of beauty to keep my thoughts 
always in action, or I am nobody. 

Gas. Still mine own flesh and blood Y 

Pet. Therefore 1 have chose honour for my mis- 
tress, upon whose wings I will mount up to the 
heavens; frhere 1 will fix myself a constehation, 
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for all tlus tunleisworW of mortak to \ronder 
at mo. 

Gas. Nay, he is a mad wag. I assure yoii, and 
knows how to put a price upon Ixis desert. 

Pet. I can no loucer stay to dilate on these 
^ auities : therefore, gallants. I leave you. 

Lok. 'What, is he gone 1 Is yonr son gone ? 
Gas. So it seems. Well, gallants, where shall 
I see yon anon i 

Lok. You shall not part with ns. 

GaSw Yon shall pardon me ; I must wait upon 
lay so«. 

Lok, “00 you hear, signiori A pretty prefer- 
ment ’ 

Lio. 0 sir. the lustre of good elothes orhtceding. 
Bestow'd upon a son, will make a rustic 
(>r & meohaiiio fecher co oommit 
Idolatry, and adore his own issue. 

A>' 0 . They are so well matehM. 'twere pity v - 
part them, 

Lou. Vfell said, little one, 

I chink thou art wiser than both of them. 

But this same >coni i do not so »ell relish ; 

A whoreson humorous fimtastie novice. 

To contemn my daughter I He is not worthy 
To tje^ur up her irsvuu 
Ln^. Or kiss under it. 

Will you revenge this injury upon hfm i 
Lon, Ke>ongeI Of ali the passions of my "blood. 
'Tis the most sweet. I should grow fat to clunk 
Otl't, 

Could you hnt proniise. 

Lk>. Will you have patience I 
Be rul'd by me^ and I wiH it 

To yonr fiUl 'WVH set a haib afore him. 

That he shallt as sharpy as Jbver s ea^ 
snatch up G«Dyrffied& 
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Lor. Do bufc case the plot, 
ril prosecute it with as much disgrace 
As hatred con suggest 
Lio. Do Tou see this page, theat 
Lob. Ay, what of him ■? 

Lio. That face of his shall do it 
Lor. AVhat shall it del Methinks he has a 
pretty mnocent countenance. 

Lio. 0, but beware of a smooth look at all 
times. 

Observe what I say : he is a syren above. 

But below a very serpent. No temale scorpion 
Did ever carrj- such a sting, believe it. 

Loe. AThat should I do with him 1 
Lio. Take him to your house. 

There keep him priviely, till I make all perfect. 
If ever alchemist did more rejoice 
In his projection, never credit me. 

Lor. You shall prevail upon my faith beyond 
My uuderstan«iing : and, my dapper squire, 

If you be such a precious wag, I^Jl chei^ yon. 
Come, walk along with me. Farewell, ar. 

Lio. A'iien. Lobes^zo aTu/AxGELia. 

Now I must travel ou a new exploit 
To an old antiquary ; he is my unde. 

And I his heir. Would 1 could raise a foitune 
Out of his ruins ! He is grown obsolete. 

And 'cis time he were out of date. They say he 
sits 

All day in contemplation of a statue 
With ne'er a nose, and doats on the decays 
With greater love than the sidf-loVd Narcissas 
Did on his beauty. How shaBI ap^oaehfaiiii? 
CooM I appear but like a Sibylb son. 

Or with a face rugged as ^ther Nihis 
Is pictured on the hangings, tiioie were hope 
He might look on me. I&w to win. bk lore 
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I knoTfV' not. If I wist he were not precise, 

I’d lay to purchase some stale- interludes, 

And give him them ; books that have not attain’d 
To the Platonic year, but wait their course 
And happy hour, to be reviv’d again : 

Then would I induce him to believe they were 
Some of Terence’s hundred and fifty comedies, 
That were lost in the Adriatic sea, 

When he return’d from banishment. Some such 
Gallery as tliis might be enforced upon liim. 

I’ll first talk with hk man, and then consider. 

[Essit. 


Enter Lorenzo, Gaspabo, Mocinigo, and 
Angelia. 

Lor. How happ’d you did return again so soon, 
sirl 

Gas, 111 tell you, sir. As 1 follo^v’cl my son 
Prom the Bialto, near unto the bridge, 

We were encounter’d by a sort^ of gallants, 

Sons of clarissimos and procurators, 

That knew him in his travels : whereupon 
He did insinuate with his eyes unto me, 

1 sliould depart and leave them. 

Lor. Seemshe was asham’d of your company? 

Gas. Like will to like, sir. 

Lor. What grave and youthful gentleman’s that 
with you ? 

Gas. Do you not know him ? 

Loe. No. 

Gas. Not Signior Mocinigo ? 

Lor. You jest, 1 am sure. 

Gas. Ay, and there hangs a jest : 


^ A compimj. 
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For, going to a courtesan this morning 
In his own proper colour, his grey heard. 

He had the ill-luck to be refus’d ; on whieh 
He went and dy’d it, and came bark again ; 

And was again w ith the same scorn rejected, 
Telling liim that she had newly denTd isk 
father. 

Lor Was that her answer ? 

Gas. It has so troubled him, 

That he intends to marry. What think yon, fir. 
Of his resolution ? 

Lor. By’r Lady, it shoirs 
Great haughtiness of courage ; a mafi of bis yv^ais^ 
That dares to venture on a wife. 

Moc. A man of my years 1 I feel 
My hmbs as able a®* the best of them ; 

And in all places else, except my hair, 

As green as a bay-tree : and for the whiteness 
I^on my head, although it now lie hid, 

AVhat does it signify, hut like a tree that 
Before the fruit come forth? And, I hope, a tree 
That blossoms is neither dry nor wither'd. 

Lor. But pray, what piece of beauty's that yoa 
mean 

To make the object of your love ^ 

Moc. Ay, there 

You pose me ; for I have a curious eye. 

And am as choice in that point to he pleased 
As the most youthful Here, one's beauty taJeea 
me; 

And there, her parentage and good behaviour . 
Another’s wealth or wit ; but Pd have ome 
Where all these graces meet, as in a centreL 
Gas. You are too ambitious. Ton'll haxd^ 
find 

Woman or beast that trots Bound of all four : 
There will be some defect. 
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Moo. Yet this I resoh e ou, 

To have a maid tender of age and fair. 

Old fish and young flesh, tliat’s still my diet.^ 

Lor. What think you of a widow ? 

Moo. By no means : 

They aie too politic a generation ; 

Prov'd so by similes. Many voyages 
Make an experienc’d seamaji; many ofBces 
A ciaftj knave j so many marriages 
A subtle, cunning widow. No, I’ll have one 
That I may mould, like wax, unto my humour. 
Lor This doating aaa is worth at least a 
million ; 

And, though ho cannot propagate his stock. 

Will be sure to multiply. I’ll offer him my 
daughter. 


1 Tula is taken from GUaucer— 

But one thing Train I my ftendia deie, 

I TToU no old TTife have in no maneie 
She bholl not pabun si\teoe yere certeme, 

artd ]/ongfle3}i.uoU I have jvU jaine ’ 

—“Merchant’s Tale,” I. 630. Which Mr Pope hath 
modernised lu the following manner — 

** One Glutton yet la needfal to he told, 

To guulQ oui choice , Thu tv ife must not he old 
There goe^ a raying, and 'taas sbieTrdly uid, 

OUifith at table, bat yovngJUth m bid ” 

— “January and May,” L 99. 

>* Voi 5ondiy scholia maketh sotill clai Via, 

Womdn of many achoha half a dark » 

But certainly a yotig thing may men gye 
Bight aa men may waim wax with hondis plie ’ 

— “Merchant’s Tale,” 1, 943. 

** No enfty widow ahall appioach my bed ; 

Those aie too wise for hatcbeloiB to wed' 

Aa subtle cleikb by many Khools ore miuTi*, 

Twicfr^married dames are mistresses o’ th* trade , 

But young and tender Tirgms, rul’d with eaae^ 

We form like wax, and mould them aa we please “ 

— ^“January and May," L 108. 
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By computation of age he cannot 
Live past ten years; by that time she’ll get 
strength 

To break this rotteu hedge of matrimony 
And after have a fair green field to walk in, 

And wanton, where she please. [Aside.'l Signiof, 
a word : 

And by this guess my love. I have a daughter 
Of beauty fresh, of her demeanour gentle, 

And of a sober wisdom : you know my estate. 

If you can fancy her, seek no further, 

Moc. Thank you, signior : pray, of what age 
Is your daughter ? 

liOn. But sixteen at the most. 

Moc. But sixteen! Is she no more? She is 
too young, then. 

Gas. You wish’d for a young one, did you not? 
Moo. Not that I would liave her in years. 

Gas. I warrant you I 

Moc. Well, mark what I say : when I come to 
her, 

She’ll ne’er be able to endure me. 

Lor- I’ll trust her. 

Gas. I think your choice, sir, cannot be 
amended, 

She is so virtuous and so amiable. 

Moc. Is she so fair and amiable ? I’ll have her. 
She may grow up to what she wants ; and then 
I shall enjoy such pleasure and delight. 

Such infinite content in her embraces, 

I may contend with love for happiness 1 
Yet one thing troubles me. 

Gas. What’s that? 

Moo. I shall live so well on earth, 

I ne’er shall think of any other joys. 

Gas. I wish all joy to you; but ’tis in th’ power 
Of fate to work a miracle upon you. 

VOL. XIIL 2 E 
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You may obtain the grace, with other men, 

To repent your bargain before you have well 
seaVd it. 

Lob. Or she may prove his purgatory, and eend 
him 

To heaven the sooner. 

Gas. Suchlike effects as these 
Are not unheard of in nature. 

Hoc. For all tliese scruples, 

I am resolv’d. Bring me, that I may see her ; 
Young handsome ladies are like prizes at a horse- 
race, where 

Every wcll-breath'd gentleman may put in for his 
share. [Exeunt. 


Enter Duke and LEONARDO. 

Leo. But are you resolved of tliis course, sir 3 

Duke. Yes ; we’ll be once mad in our days, and 
do an exploit for posterity to talk of. 'Will you 
join with me 1 

Leo, I am at your grace’s disposing. 

Duke. No »race, nor no respect, I beseech you, 
more than ordinary friendship allows of ; ’tis the 
only bar to hinder our designs. 

Leo. Then, sir, what fashion you are pleased to 
appoint me, I will be glad to put on. 

Duke. ’Tis well. For my part, I am determined 
to lay by all ensigns of my royalty for awhile, and 
walk abroad under a mean coverture. Variety 
does well ; and ’tis as great delight sometimes to 
shroud one’s head under a coarse roof as a rich 
canopy of gold. 

Leo. But what’s your intent in this 3 

Duke. I have a longing desire to see the fashions 
of the vulgar, which, should 1 affect in mine own 
person, I might divert them from their humours. 
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The face of greatness would affright them, as Cato 
did the Floralia ^ from the theatre. 

Leo. Indeed familiarity begets boldness. 

Duke. 'Tis true, indulgency and flattery take 
away the benefit of experience from princes, which 
ennobles the fortunes of private men. 

Leo. But you are a duke, sir ; and this descent 
from your honour will undervalue you. 

Duke. Not a whit. I am so toiled out with 
grand affairs and despatching of embassages, that 
I am ready to sink imder the burden. Why may 
not an Atlas of state, such as myself, that bears 
up the weight of a commonwealth, now and then, 
forreereation^s sake, be glad to ease his shoulders 1 
Has not Jupiter thrown away his rays and his 
thunder to walk among mortals? Does not 
Apollo suffer himself to be deprived of his quiver, 
that he may waken up his muse sometimes, and 
siim to his harp. 

Leo. Nay, sir, to come to a more familiar ex- 
ample : I have heard of a nobleman that has been 
drunk with a tinker, and of a magnifico that has 
played at blow-point,^ 


^ The Floralia or feast of Flora, Goddess of Flowers, were 
celebrated with public sports on the 5th of the Kalends of 
May. The chief part of the ** solemnity was managed by a 
company of lowd strumpets, who ran up and do^vn naked, 
sometimes dancing, sometimes fighting, or acting the mimic. 
However it came to pass, the wisest and gravest Romans 
were not for discontinuing this custom, though the moat 
indecent imaginable : for Foi'tius Cato, when he was present 
at these games, and saw the people ashamed to let the 
women strip while he was ^ere, immediately went out of 
the theatre to let the ceremony have its course.*’ — Rennet’s 
** Roman Antiquities,” p, 297. 

^ So in “ The Return from Parnassus,” act iii. so. 1 : 
” My mistress upon good days puts on a piece of a parson- 
age ; and we pages play at hlow-point for a piece of a par- 
sonage. ” 
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Duke. V^ry good ; then take our degrees alike,* 
and the act’s as pardonable. 

Leo. In a humour, sir, a man may do much. 
But hov will you prevent their discovery of you ? 

Duke. Very well; the alteration of our clothes 
will abolish suspicion. 

Leo. And how for our faces ? 

Duke. They shall pass without any seal of dis- 
guise. Who ne’er were thought on, will ne’er be 
mistrusted. 

Leo. Come what will, greatness can justify any 
action whatsoever, and make it thought wisdom; 
but if we do walk undiscerned, ’twill be the better. 
It tickles me to think what a mass of delight we 
shall possess in being, as ’twere, the invisible spec- 
tators of their strange behaviours. I heard, sir, 
of an antiquary who, if he be as good at wine as 
at history, he is sure an excellent companion : and 
of one Petrucio, who plays the eagle in the clouds : 
and indeed divers others, who verify the proverb, 
>S'o mdny mem, so many humours, 

Duke. All these we’ll visit in order : but how 
we shall comply with them, ’tie as occasion shall 
be offered ; we will not now be so serious to con- 
sider. 

Leo. Well, sir, I must trust to your wit to 
manage it. Lead on ; 1 attend you. [Eaeunt. 


And in Donne ("PoeniB,” 1719, p. 119) — 

Shortlr, boys Bhall not clay 
At spsa-oonnter, or Uotv-pomt, but aboil pay 
Toll to some courtier." 
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ACT IL, SCENE 1. 

Enter AUBELIO and. MUSICIANS. 

AUR. This is the window. Now, my noble 
Orpheus, 

As thou affect^st the name of rarity, 

Strike with the soul of music, that the sound 
May hear my love on his bedewed wing, 

To charm her ear : as when a sacrifice 
Witli his perfumed steam files up to heaven 
Into Jove’s nostrils, and there throws a mist 
On his enraged brow. 0, how my fancy 
Labours mth the success ! above, 

En(e>* Lucrbtia. 

Luc. Cease your fooVs note there ; I am not in 
tune 

To dance after your fiddle. Who are you ? 

What saucy groom, that dares so near intrude, 
And with offensive noise grate on my ears 1 
Aur. What more than earthly light breaks 
through that window ? 

Brighter than all the glittering train of nymphs 
That wait on Cynthia, when she takes her progress 
In pursuit of the swift enchased deer 
Over the Cretan or Athenian hills ; 

Or when, attended with those lesser stars. 

She treads the azure circle of the heavens. 

Luo. Heyday, this is excellent ! What voice is 
that? 

0, is it you 1 I cry you mercy, sir ; 

I thought as much ; these are your tricks still with 
me : 

You have been sotting on't all night with wine, 
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And hetB joa come to Sslsli: out jgot lereU. 

I flliall be, one rl&y, able to lire pirirate, 

I sbaiD, and not be made tk j eptlogne 

Of all your drcmken meetiiigs. For shame, away I 

The rcHsy morning bloshea at tby baseness. 

Jnlia, go throw the music a reward. 

And set them hence. 

Auk. Di«ne Lncretia, 

Do not receive with scorn my pro^er'd 5ervic6* : 

0, turn again, though from your arched brow, 
(jtiitig wiSi disdidn, and henc down to yotir even, 
Yoa shoot me through with darts of cruelty. 

Ah, foolish man, to courtthe flame that baiiLS him [ 
Luc. What would this fellow have I 
Aub. Shine still, fair mistress ; 

And though in silence, yet still look upon me. 
Your eye discoorses^ with more rhcftorlc 
Than all the gilded tongues of orators. 


^ So ia Bon Joruwn’« “Brety iUo out of his Hnmottr,** 
actiii. Bc. 8 : You shall seo sweet tdleDt rhetoriQue scd 
dumb tlor/uenee sptabin^ in her tyt ; but when ehe sp^1c« 
benelf, sa<^ sn anatomy of wit, bo fine wiz’d and artertz'd, 
that *tis the goodliest model of pleasure that ever was to 
behold.*’ 

.Again, in Shakespeare’s '^Borneo and Juliet,** act ii. sc. 2 — 
** Bhe spealu, jet ilte tajs notbiog vhat of that \ 

Ber eye ditemtrtni, I wlU answer it." 

And Pope, in hie translation of the " Iliad — 
ii pentuuire speech, ai^ mere perstrasire sighs, 

BHence that spoke, and d^quence o/ejes 

The lines in the text, as well as those quoted in the note, 
were all written subsequent to the publication of ‘'The 
Goniplajnt of BoBamond,'* by Samuel Daniel, whence the 
f^lowiag stanaa is exbnoted — 

** j&h beaafj. sjrea, ftlre cseliaiiDJiDg good. 

Sweet §iU^ rketoritiue tiTpertwadinff egee, 
jyomha doquaiee, v^e power dotb laove tke blood. 

If ore tbaa the words or wlBedowe of the wise ; 

Still barmonie, whose diapason Uea 
Wiibfa a fnow, ibe kej whi^ passioos moTe, 

To laTlsh sensei aod plaj a world In lore.'* 
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Luc. Out of my pity, not my love. 1 11 answer. 
You come to woo me, and speak fair ; *tia well. 
You think to win me too : jou are deceiv’d 
For when I hate a person, all his action*. 

Though ne’er siO good prove but his prejudice ; 
For flatteries are like sweet pill* — though sweety 
Yet if they work uot straight, invert to poison. 
Aun. A\Tay do you hate me, lady ? ^Vas thero 
ever 

Woman so cruel to hate him that lov’d her? 

0, do not so degenerate from nature, 

Which formed } ou of a temper soft as silk ; 

And to the eet composure of your body 
Took not a drop of gall or corrupt humour 1 
But all your blood was clear and purified. 

Then, as your limbs are fair, so be your mind ; 
Cast not a «candal on her curious hand, 

To say she made that ci coked or uneven; 

For virtue is the best, which is deriv'd 
From a sweet feature. Women crown thoiy 
youth 

With the chaste ornaments of love and truth. 

Luc. This 18 a language you are studied m, 

And you have spoke it to a thousand. 

Aur, Never, never to any; for my soul is 
cut so 

To the proportion of what you axe, 

That all the other beauty in the world ' 

That is not found within your face, seems vile. 

O, that I were a veil upon that face,i 


"Borroxped from Shakespeare’s ^Borneo and Julie^** 
act ii BC. 2— 

•' 0 tliat 1 irere a glore apon that baju^ 

That I nught touch that clkeefc 

which. Hr Steerens ohaerves, bath been ridiculed by Shirley 
in ** The School of Compliment **.— • 

*'0 that I were a flea upon that lip^" Ac. 
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To hide it from the world I mefchinks I could 
Envy the veiy sun for gazing on you ! 

Luc. I wonder that a fellow of no worth 
Should talk thus liberally : be so impudent, 

After so many slightings and abuses 
Extorted from me beyond modesty, 

To press upon me still. Have not I told you 
hly mind in words, plain to be understood. 

How much I hate you ? Can I not enjoy 
The freedom of my chamber, but you must 
Stand in my prospect 1 If you please, I will 
Eesign up all, and leave you possession. 

What can I suffer or expect more giievous 
From the enforcement of an enemy ? 

Aur. Do not insult upon my sufferings. 

I had well hop'd I should receive some comfort 
From the sweet iufluence of your M'ords or looks ; 
But now must fly, and vauish like a cloud, 

Chas’d with the wind into the colder regions, 
'\^^lere sad despair sits ever languishing ; 

There will I calculate my injuries, 

Summ’d up with my deserts : then shall I find 
How you are wanting to all good and pity, 

And that you do but juggle with our sense ; 

That you appear gentle and smooth as water 
AYhen no wind breathes on it, but indeed 
Are far more hard than rocks of adaznant ; 

That you axe more inconstant than yonr mistress. 
Fortune, that guides you ; that your promises 
Are all deceitful ; and that wanton Love, 

Whom former ages, flattering their vice. 

And to procure more freedom for their sin, 

Have term’d a god, laughs at your perjuries. 

Luc. You will do thisi Why, do so. Ease 
your mind, 

So I be free from you. There’s no such torment 
As to he troubled with an insolent lover 
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Thafc will leceive no answer bonds and fetters, 
Peipetuai impiisonment, are not like it 
’Tib i>orse than to be seiz’d on with a fovei, 

A continual surfeit For heaven’s sake leave me, 
And let me heai no moie of you 

Aur Is this the best lewaid for all my hopes, 
The dear expenses of [my] youth and service, 
Spent in the execution of your follies ^ 

AVhen not a day ox hour but witness’d with me 
With what great study and affected care, 

More than ot fme or honoui, I invented 
New lya to fit j om humour , what observance, 
As it )ou neie the arbitiess ot couitship, 

I sought to please ) ou with laid out for fishions, 
And bought them toi you, feasted jou with 
banq^uets , 

Kead ) ou asleep i’ th’ afternoon with pamphlets , 
Sent >ou eb\irs and preservatives, 

Pamtings and pow derb, that w ould have restor’d 
Old Niobe to >outh The beauty you pretend to, 
Is all my gilt Besides, 1 was so simple 
To wear your foolisii colours, ^ cry your wit up, 
And judgment, when you had none, and swoie to it , 
Drank to youi health whole nights in hippocras 
Upon my knees with more leligion 
Then e’ei I said my piayeis which Heaven for* 
e me * 


^ So in " Love’s Laboui ’s L<»6,” [Dyce’B 2d edit ii 187] — 
< A&<] meat his colours like a tumhler a hoop 
See a note on this piaea^e [m Dyce e Oloabaryj 

A compound wiiie mixed with sever'U kinds of spice ’ 
— Blount’s GloBBOgraphis ** Kneeling to dnnk healths 
was formerly the common practice of drinkers So in Beu 
JoDSOu’s ** Cynthia’s Bevels,” act ii sc 2 “ He is a gieat 
proficient m all the illiberal sciences , as cheating^, dnnkiog, 
swaggering, whoring, and such like , nevet kneds but to dnni 
healtho, nor prays but for a pipe of puddmg tobacco ” 
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Luo. Are these such miracles ? *Twas but your 
duty, 

The tributary homage all men owe 

Unto our sex. Should we eujoin you travel, 

Or send you on an errand into France 
Only to fetch a basket of musk-melons, 

It were a favour for you. Put the case 
That I were Hero, and you were Leander : 

If I should bid you swim the Hellespont, 

Only to know my mind, methinks you misrht 
Be proud of the employment. Were you a Puritan, 
Did I command you WMt me to a play ; 

Or to the church, though you had no religion, 

You might not question it 
Aur. Pretty, reiy pretty I 
Luc. And then, because I am familiar, 

And deign out of my nobleness and bounty 
To grace your weak endeavours with the title 
Of courto&y, to wave my fan at you. 

Or let you kiss my hand, must we straight marry 1 
I may esteem you in the rank of servants, 

To cast off when I please, ne’er for a husband. 

Aur. If ever devil damn’d in a woman’s tongue, 
’Tis in thine. I am glad yet you tell me this ; 

I might have else proceeded, and gone on 
In the lewd^ way of loving you, and so 
Have wander’d farther from myself ; but now 
I'll study to be wiser, and henceforth 
Hate the whole gang of you ; denounce a war, 
Ne’er to be reconcil’d, and rejoice in it ; 

And count myself bless’d for’t j and wish all men 
May do the like to shun you. For my part, 

If, when my brains are troubled with late drink- 
ing 

(I shall have else the grace, sure, to forget you), 


^ [FooIiBb.] 
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Then but my labouring fancy dream of you, 
ril start, affrighted at the vision. 

Luo. Xas ! how pitifully it takes it to heart I 
It would be angry too, if it knew how. 

Aur. Come near me none of you : if I hear 
The sound of your approacli, I’ll stop njy ears ; 
Nay, I’ll he angry, if 1 shall imagine 
That any of you think of me : and, for thy sak^ 
If I but see the picture of a woman, 
ril hide my face and break it. So farewell. 

Lucretia. 

Enter Lorenzo, MociniGO, and Axgelia. 

Lor. What are you, friend, and what’s your 
business i 

Aur, Whatever it be, now 'tie despatched. 

Lor. This is rudeness. 

Aur. The fitter for the place and persons then. 
Lor, How’s that ? 

Aur, You are a nest of savages : the house 
Is more inhospitable than the quicksands : 

Your daughter sits on that enchanted bay 
Like a siren ^ to entice passengers, 

AVho, viewing her through a false perspective, 
Neglect the better traffic of their life ; 

But yet, the more they labour to come near her, 
The furtlier she fiies back ; until at last. 

When she has brought them to some rock or 
shelf, 

She proudly looks down on the wreck of lovers. 
Lor. Why, who has injur’d you ? 

Aub. No matter who : 

ril first talk with a sphins^ ere [1*11] converse with 
you. 


1 [Old <!opy, A firen JiJce,] 



444 THE ANTIQUARY. 

Lob. a word. Expound your wrongs more to 
the full, 

If you expect a remedy. 

Aur. I’ll rather 

Seek out diseases, choose my death and pine, 

Than stay to he cur’d by you. [Exit. 

Enter and LuCRBTIA. 

Lob. If you be so obstinate, 

Take your course. Why, wife .dSmilia, 

Daughter Lucretia, what’s the matter here 
With this same fellow ? Do you owe him money ? 
Luc. Owe him money, sir I Does he look like 
one 

That should lend money % He is a gentleman, 
And they seldom credit anybody. 

Lor. Well, wife, 

Where was your matron’s wisdom, that should 
keep 

A vigilant care upon your house and daughter, 
And not have suffer’d her to be surpris’d 
With every loose aspdct and gazing eye 
That suck iu hot and lustful motions? 

You were best turn bawd, and prostitute her 
beauty. 

.^ui. You were best tom an old ass. 

And meddle your bonds end hrokage. 

Lob. What was his business 1 
Luo. To tell you true, sir, he is one of those, 
Whom love and fortune have conspir’d to fool, 
And make the subject of a woman’s wdll. 

His idle brain, being void of better reason, 

Is ffll’d with toys and humours ; and, for want 
Of other exercise, he takes great pains 
Eor the expressing of his folly ; sometimes 
With starts and sighs, hung head, and folded arms, 
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Sonnets and pitiful tunes ; forgetting 
All due respect unto himself and friends 
With doating on a misti*esa : she again 
As little pitying him, whose every iroivn 
Strikes him as dead as fate, and makes hiTn 
walk 

The living monument of liis own sorrow. 

Lor. I apprehend he came a-wooing to thee. 
*Tis so, and thou didst scorn him, girl: ‘twas 
well done. 

Til ease thee of that care : see, I have brought 
A husband to tby hand. Look on him well ; 

A worthy man, and a clarissimo. 

Luc. A husband, said you? Now Venus be 
propitious I 

He looks more like the remedy of love, 

A julip to cool it. She that could take fire 
At such a dull dame as his eyes, I should 
Believe her more than touchwood ! [Aside 
^loo. A ravishing creature ! 

If her condition answer but her feature, 

I am fitted. Her form answers my affection ; 

It arrides ^ me exceedingly. I'll speak to her, 

[dsTfie.] 

Fair mistress, what your father has propos'd 
In the fair way of contract, I stand ready 
To ratify ; and let me not seem less 
In your esteem, because I am so easy 
In my consent. Women love out of fancy, 

Men from advice. 

Luo. You do not mean in earnest ? 

Now Cupid deliver me ! 

Moo. How, not in earnest I 

^ i,6,j Pleases mo : a Ijatia piirase. So Cic. *^AdA^”^8, 21* 
** Inhibere illud tuutn ^uod vaide arriseratf vehementer dis- 
plicet." 


446 


THE AKTIQTJARY. 


As I am strong and mighty in desires^ 

You wrong me to question it. 

Luc. Grood sir, consider 
The infinite distance that is between us 
In age and manners. 

Moc. No distance at all : 

JMCy age is youthful, and your youth is aged. 

Luc. But you are wise, and will you sell your 
freedom 

Unto a female tyranny, in despair 

E'er to be quit 1 You run a strange adventure, 

Without perceiving what a certain hazard 

A creature of my inclination 

Is apt to draw you to. 

Moc. I cannot think it. 

Luo. 'Tis strange you’ll not believe me, unless 
Hay 

My imperfection open. I have a nature 
Ambitious beyond thought, quite giv’n over 
To entertainments and expense : no bravery 
That’s fashionable can escape me ; and then, 
Unless you are of a most settled temper, 

Quito without passion, I shall make you 
Horn-mad with jealousy. 

Moc. Come, come, I know 
Thou’rt virtuous, and speakest this but to try 
me. 

You will not be so adverse to your fortune 
And all obedience, to contradict 
What your father has set down. 

Luc. These are my faults 
I cannot help, if you’!! be so good 
As to dispense with them. 

Moo. With all my heart, I forgive thee before 
thou offend’st. 

Luc. Then I am mighty stubborn and self-will’d, 
And shall sometimes e'en long to abuse you : 
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And for my tongue, ^tis like a stone d/m^ 

Of an impetuous motion, not to he stillVL 
Moo. All these cannot dismay me; fur. eoQH 
sideling 

How they are passions proper to your mx, 

In a degree they are virtues. ' 

Luo. 0 my fate 1 

He will not be terrified. Then, not to fecfl yva 
"With further hopes, or pump for more excii^e^ 
Take it in brief, though I am loth to speak, 

But you compel me to it — I cannot love you. 

Lob. How do you speed, sir ? Is she tructaUpY 
Do you approve of her replies ? 

Moc. 1 know not ; 

Guess you : she said she cannot love me : an<1 Utis 
The least thing I should have mistrui^d . I <lnr-fc 
Have sworn she would ne'er have nmle icru[l^ 
on’t. 

Lor. Xot love you J Come, she mitst and shall. 
Do you hear, housewife 1 
Ho more of this, as you affect my iriemUKip. 
"What, shall I bring here a right worshipful prsfeor 
Unto my house, in hope you’ll be rul d. 

And you prove recreant to niy commamls ? 

But, my vex’d soul, thou hast done a dee' I were able, 
In the mere questioning of what I bill, 

"Were not I a pious and indulgent father. 

To thrust thee, as a stranger, irom my blooj] 

Moo. Be not too rash, sir : women are ni t wop 
W ith force, but fair entreaty. Have I been ^ersd 
Thus long i’ th' school of love ; kn*;>v all their arcs. 
Their practices, their ways, and subtleties. 

In all my encounters still return'd a YicteK, 

And have not left a stratagem at last 
To work on her affection, let me suffer. 

Lor. Hay, and you have that confidence, I'll 
leave you. 
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Moo. Lady, a word in private with you. 

\yntisper. 

.^Ml. Pray, sweetheart, 

What pretty youth ia thatt 
Lor. Who, this same chicken ? 

He is the son of a great nobleman. 

And my especial friend- His father’s gone 
Into the country to survey his lands, 

And let new leases, and left him in charge 
With me till his return. 

Mm. Now, as I live, 

’Tis a well-favour’d lad, and his years promise 
He should have an ability to do, 

And wit to conceal. When I take him single. 

I’ll try his disposition. [Aside. 

Moc. This, for your sake. 

I’ll underbake and execute. 

Luo. For my sake 1 

You shall not draw me to the fellowship 
Of such a sin. 

Moo. I know ’tis pleasing to thee, 

And therefore am resolv’d. 

Luo, I may prevent you. 

Lor. What, are you resolv’d % 

Moc. W’e are e’en at a point, sir. 

Lor. What’s more to be done, let's in and con- 
sider. [ExeufU. 

Enter Antiquary and Petro. 

Ant. Well, sirrah! but that I have brought you 
up, I would cashier you for these reproofs. 

Pet. Good sir, consider, 'tis no benefit to me : 
he is your nephew that I speak for, and ’tis charity 
to relieve him. 

Ant. He is a young knave, and that’s crime 
enough; and he were old in anything, though 
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’fcwere in iniquity, there were same fey^«a«tv‘4p'fl*P 
had of bim. 

Pet. "Why, sir, though he be ft y©iSffl^■4a«xv^^^ 
you term him, yet ho ia your kinsiisswip {ttUll- fip 
distress too. 

Ant. Why, sir, and you know Iflitut- 
an old custom (which tiling 1 will tta 
gress) for a ri<^ man not to look tipott aiiA^v 
Innsmflu in. distress. 

Fet. 'Tis an ill custom, sir, and 'itwrm' ^nsiE 
’twere repealed. 

Ant. 1 hsiTe something else to look stei:. 
yon disposed of those relics, as I jijunU 

Pet. sir. 

Ant, Weii thou dost not know albf- .esiiinmiran 
of what thou hast in keeping. Hi* 
seeing they are but newly discor-wiai. Einet aiot ttp 
be Tmaed with them : the very dust ttlhuii Lclearo 
to one of thc>se monuments is more in 0 !rajiLdih[aittim 
ore of twenty mines ! 

Pbt. Ye:, by your favour, sir, of wiboa iwcocan 
th^ he to you 1 

Axt, ^Vhai- use ! Did not the Sigiapiiiw %niUl 
a 8tate<chamber for antiquities 1 and '*xs& tlhf; 'hsaSt 
thing that e’er they did : they are tSu* metpfiiitess, 
the chroni-cies, of the age they were muawDifc im, amll 
apeak the rmth of history better tibaim 3i llmudffiU 
of your printed cominenUiriea. 

Pet. Yet few' are of your beliftt 

Ant. There'*s a box of coiut musifcoff 

them brass, yet each of them a jewel]., 
prcEerved in spite of time or ouvy ; juinjuil imwj 
rarity and excellence that saintis ^ %^1- 
^rimage to them, and not be ftshsiia^. 

Pet. Ye^ I say still, what good 
yon, more than to look on 1 

Ant. What good, thou brute S 

VOL. XIIL liSH- 
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not wortli a ppnny. tlie very sliowmg of tliem were 
able to maintain thee. Lec me see now , and you 
were put to it, how you could advance your voice 
in their conimpudation. Begin. 

Pbt. All you "pntleiflt^n that are aShcted witli 
such rarities/ the world cannot produce the like, 
snatched from the jaws oi time, and wonderfully 
collected by a atudious antiquai^^ come near and 
admire. 

Aot. Thou saj'^st right : the limbs of Hippolitus 
were never so dispersed. 

Pet. Fir.vt, those twel\-e pictures that yon see 
there, are the portraitureB of the Sibyl?, drawn 
five hundred years since by Titianu^ of Palua. an 
excellent painter and statuary. 

Ant. Verj' well. 

Pet. Then here is Venus all naked, and Cupid 
by her, on a dolphin : both these were drawn hy 
Apelles of Greece. 

Ant. Proceed, 

Pet. Then here is Hercules and Antseus i and 
that Pallas at length in alabaster, with her helmet 
and feathers ; and that’s Jupiter, with an eagle at 
his back. 

Ant. Exceeding well I 

p£T. Then there's the great silver box that 
Kero kept his beard in. 

Ant. Good again. 

Pet. And after decHng it with precious stones, 
did consecrate it to the Capitol. 

Ant. That’s right. 

Pet. And there hangs the net that held hlars 
and his mistress, while the whole bench of bawdy 
deaties stood speetators of their sport. 

Ant. Admirable good ! 


^ [Old copy, rarities, such.} 




THE ANTIQUARY. 


451* 


Pet. Then here is Marius to the middle, ^ and 
there Cleopatra with a veil over her face ; and 
next to her, Marcus Antonias, the Triumvir ; fclien 
he witli half a nose is Corvinns, and he with ne*er 
a one is Galba. 

Ant. Yery sufficient ! 

Pet. Then here is Vitellius, and there Titus 
and Vespasiau : these three were made by Jacobus 
Sansovinus the Florentine. 

Ant. ’Tis enough. 

Pet. Last of all, this is the um that did contain 
the ashes of the emperors. 

And each of these worth a king’s ran- 
som — 


£}Uer Bvke and Leoxardo.3 

Duke. Save you, sir I 

Ant. You are welcome, gentlemen, 

Duke. I come, air, a suitor to you. I hear you 
are possessed of many various and excellent anti- 
quities; and though I am a stranger, 1 would 
entreat your gentleness a favour. 

Ant. What’s that, sir? 

Duke. Only that you would vouchsafe me to 
be a spectator of their curiosity and worth, which 
courtesy shall engage me yours for ever. 

Ant. For their worth I will not promise : ’tis 
as you please to esteem of them. 

Leo. Ifo doubt, sir, we shall ascribe what dig- 
nity belongs to them and to you their preserver. 
Ant. You speak nobly ; and thus much let me 


1 " St CqtIos jaia dimidios. sEuniinque mlnorem 
Corriui, et Chlbun uinculiB nasoque ottrentem..!** 

— Juvenal, Sat. VIII. edit. Aid. 1535 — Stetvens. 

* Of course they are disguised, as appears from a preced- 
ing Hoenef although it is not mentioned here. — C&Uier, 
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tell you, to your edifying : the foolish doating on 
these present novelties is the cause why so many 
rare inventions have already perished ; and (which 
is pity) antiquity has not left so much as a foot- 
step behind her, more than of her vices. 

Leo. ’Tis the more pity, sir. 

Ant. Then, what raises such vanities amongst 
us, and sets fantastical fancies awork? What’s 
the reason that so many fresh tricks and new in- 
ventions of fashions and diseases come daily over 
sea, and land upon a man that never durst adven- 
ture to taste salt water, but only the neglect of 
those useful instructions which antiquity has set 
down. 

Duke. You speak oracles, sir. 

Ant. Look farther, and tell me what you find 
better or more honourable than ago. Is not 
wisdom entailed upon it f Take the prehemiuence 
of it in everything — ^in an old friend, in old wine, 
in an old pedigree. 

Leo. All this is certain. 

Ant. I confess to yon, gentlemen, I must rever- 
ence and prefer the precedent times before these, 
which consumed their wits in experiments : and 
’twas a virtuous emulation amongst them, that 
nothing which should profit posterity should 
perish. 

Leo. It argued a good fatherly providence. 

Ant. It did so. There was Lysippus, that 
spent his whole life in the lineaments of one pic- 
ture, which I will show you anon : then was there 
Eudoxus the philosopher,^ who grew old in the 


^ Of Cnidus. He flouiiBhed before tbe coming of Christ, 
about 888 years. Petronius Arbiter, in hia ^atyricon, 'writes : 
JB'uiri quiden caewnine tsccelluiinU monCia consenuUae, ut 
CMtroruffl. calique motua dqtnKendergt, 
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top of a mountain, to contemplate astronomj ; 
whose manuscript I have also by me. 

Duke. Have you so, sir 1 
Ant. I have that, and many more ; yet see*the 
preposterous desires of men in these days, that 
account better of a mass of gold than whatever 
Apelles or Phidias have invented ! 

Duke. That is tlieii* ignorance. 

Ant. "Well, gentlemen, because I perceive you 
are ingenious, I would entreat you to walk in, 
where I will demonstrate all,’ and proceed in my 
admonition. [AVeunf. 


Enter AuREUO and Lionel. 

LlO. ’Tis well, sir; I am glad you are so soon 
got free from your bondage. 

Aur. Yes, I thank my stars, I am now my own 
man again ; I have slept out my drunken ilt of 
love, and am recovered. You, tliat are my friend^ 
rejoice at my liberty. 

Lio. Why, was it painful to you ? 

Aur, More tedious than a, siege. I wonder 
what black leaf in the book of fate has decreed 
that misery upon man — to be in love ; it trans- 
forms him to a worse monster than e’er Calypso's 
cup did : [or] a country gentleman among cour- 
tiers, or their wives among tlie ladies. A clo>vn 
among citizens, nay, an ass among apes, is not half 
so ridiculous as that makes us. 0 that 1 could 
but come by it, how would I tear it, that never 
such a witclied ^ passion should arise in any human 
breast again. 


^ [So the edits., and perbnpe rightly, aotwithgt aa d in g tb» 
fact that the word doee not occur in. the glosaariea. At 
first Bight, it would appear to be misprinted lor irieiwt.] 
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Lio. You are too violent in your hate : you 
should never so fall out with a friend as to admit 
no hope of reconcilement. 

Aur. I’ll first be at peace with a serpent. Mark 
me, if thou hast care of thy time, thy health, thy 
fame, or thy wits, avoid it 

Lio. I must confess, I have been a little vain 
that way, yet never, so transported, but when I 
saw a handsomer in place, I could leave the former 
and cleave to the latter. 1 was ever constant to 
beauty. 

Aur. Hold thee there still, and if there be a 
necessity at any time that thou must be mad, let 
it be a short fury, and away : let not this paltry 
love hang too long upon the file ; be not deluded 
with delays ; for if these she-creatures have once 
the predominance, there shall be no way to torture 
thee but they’ll find it out, and inflict it without 
mercy: they’ll work on thy disposition, and if 
thou hast any good-nature, they’ll be sure to abuse 
thee extremely. 

Lio. Speak you this in earnest J 

Aur. I know not what you call- earnest, hut 
before I’ll endure that life again, I’ll bind myself 
to a carrier, look out any employment whatever, 
spend my hours iu seeing motions and puppet- 
plays, rook at howling-alleys, mould tales, and vent 
them at ordinaries, carry begging epistles, walk 
upon projects, transcribe fiddlers' ditties. 

Lio. 0 monstrous ! 

Aur. But since I have tasted the sweetness of 
my freedom, thou dost not know what quickness 
and agility ie infused into me. I feel not that 
weight was wont to clog me, wherever I went ; I 
am all fire and spirit, as if 1 had been stripped of 
my mortality ! I hear not my thoughts whisper to 
me, as they were wont — ^Such a man is your rival ; 
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There’s an affront, call him to an account ; Kerlem 
your mistress’s favour, Present her with such a 
gift, 'Wait her at such a place — none of these 
Tanities. 

Lio. You are happy, sir. 


Duke, Petro, and Leonardo. 

Pet, Come, gentles, follow me, Til bring you to 
them : look you where they aro ! 

Duke. Signior Lionel, I have traced much ground 
to inquire for you, 

Lio. I rest engj^ed to you for your last night’s 
love, sir. 

Duke. And I for your good company. Did 
you ever see such a h^d ruinous tippling-honse 
as we made shift to fiad out ? 

Leo, Ay, and the people were as wretched in it : 
what a mist of tobacco flew amongst them ) 

Lio, And what a deluge of rheum \ 

Pet, If the house be so old as you speak of, 
'twere good you brought my master into it, and 
then threw’t atop of him 3 he would never desire 
to be better buried. 

Duke. Well said, Petro, 

Lio. Sir, if it be no trouble to you, I would 
entreat you know my worthy friend here. 

Duke, You shall make me happy in any worthy 
acquaintance. 

Pet. Well, Signior Lionel, you are beholden to 
these gentlemeii for their good words unto your 
unde for you : they spoke in your behalf as 
earnestly as e’er did lawyer for his client. 

Lio. And what was the issue ? 

Pet. He is hide-bound : ho will part with 
nothing. There is an old rivelled purse hangs at 
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liis side, lias not Leon loosed these twenty years, 
and, I think, will so continue. 

Lio. Why, will his charity stretch to nothing, 
Petrol 

Pet. Yes, he has sent yon something. 

Lio, "What is’t ? 

Pet. a piece of antiquity, sir ; *tis English coin ; 
and if you. will needs know, ’tie an old Harry 
groat. 1 

Lio. Thank him heartily. 

Pet. And 'tis the first, he says, that e'er was 
made of them ; and, in his esteem, is worth three 
double ducats newly stamped. 

Lio. His folly may pat what price he please 
upon it, but to me 'tie no more than the valuo, 
Petro. 

Pet. He says, moreover, that it may stand you 
in some use and pleasure hereafter, when you grow 
ancient ; for it is worn so thin with often nandling, 
it may serve you for a spectacle. 

Lio. Very well, 

Duke, Twere a good deed to conspire against 
him ; he has a humour easy to be wrought on, and 
if you’ll undertake him, we’ll assist you in the per- 
formance. 

Lio. With all my heart, gentlemen, and I thank 
you. 

Duke, Let us defer it no longer then, but 
instantly about it. 

Lio. a match ! Lead on ; good wit and fortune 
guide us. [Exeunt. 

^ The groats coined in the reign of Henry YIU. are 
distinguiehed by different names ; as, the old Jian'y groat, 
the gun hole groat, the first second gun-stone groat, &c. 
The oZ<2 Harry groa/t is that which has the head of the Hug, 
with a long f^e and long hair. See Hewit’s ‘ * Treatise ou 
Hoins, Coins, &o.,’' 1775, p. 69. 
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A.CT IIL, SCENE 1. 

JSrder Bravo and Bdy. 

Bravo. Boy, how sits my rapier ] 

' Boy. Close, sir, like a frieud that rneans^ \ ■ 
stick to you. 

Bravo. He that will purchase honour and the 
name of Bravo must, by consequence, be a brave 
fellow — his title requires it. 

Boy. But pray, sir, were you never put to the 
worst in your days 1 

Bravo, Who, I worsted J No, boy ; I do 
manage my rapier with as much readiness and 
facility as an unicorn does his antler. 

Boy. Sure, you must needs be very strong then. 

Bravo. Kot so neither ; ^tis courage in me> I 
do it by a sleight, an activity, and by that I can 
control any man's point whatsoever. 

Boy. Is it possible 1 

Bravo. I tell thee, boy, I do as much surpass 
Hercules at my rapier as he did me in club-fight- 
ing.® [I'll have yon] draw® a register of those- 
men that have been forced by this weak instrument 
to lay down their lives. 1 think it has cut more 
lives than Atropos. 

Boy. But pray, sir, were they all your own 
exploits 1 

Bravo. Indeed, boy, thou may’st question it ; 
for, and they were to perform again, tliey would 


^ [Old copy, meant] 

^ Thus Armado, in “Loyo's Labour's Lost,” edit. 1778, 
vol. ii. p. 394 : 1 do excel Samson in my rapier as much 

as he did me in carrying gntes.*'— Stecvem. 

® [Edits., Move you . , . dravm ; but the speaker evidently 
does not intend to the boy whether he has drawn the 
register.] 
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hardly be done. AVhat will this age come to 1 
Where be those stirring hamours that were "wont 
to trouble the world ? Peace, I think, will over- 
spread them all like a gangrene, and men will die 
with, a lethargy ; there's no malice extant, no 
jealousies, no employment to set wickedness awork! 
'tis never a dead time with me but when there’s 
nobody to kill. 

Boy. That’s a miserable extremity indeed, sir. 

Bbavo. Leave me, boy, to my meditations. 

[Exit Boy. 

Enter MOCIXIGO. 

Well, ^ thy ways, old Xick IVIachiavel, there will 
never be the peer of thee for wholesome policy 
and good counsel. Thou took’st pains to chalk 
men out the dark paths and hidden plots of murther 
and deceit, and no man has the grace to follow 
thee ; the age is unthankful, thy principles are 
quite forsaken and woni out of memory. 

Moo. There’s a fellow walks melancholy, and 
that’s commonly a passion apt to entertain any 
mischief; discontent and honesty seldom harbour 
together. How scurvily he looks, like one of the 
devil’s factors ! I’ll tempt him. By your leave, sir. 

Bravo. Hal 

Moc, No hurt, good sir; be not so furious, I 
beseech you. 

Bravo. What are you? 

Moc. I am bold to disturb you, and would fain 
communicate a business, if you had the patience 
to hear me. 

Bravo. Speak, what is’t ? 

Moc. You seem a man upon whom fortune, per- 
haps, has not cast so favourable an aspect as you 
deserve. 

Bravo. Can you win her to look better ? 
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Moo. Though not her, yet, perhaps, a servant 
of hers, that shall he as gracious to you and as 
profitable. 

Bsavo. What’s she 1 

Moo. It may be you want money : there is a 
way to purchase it, if you have the heart. 

Bkavo. The heart! Hast thou the heart to 
speak, nay to conceive, wliat I dare not under- 
take ? 

Moc. A fit instrument for my purpose ! How 
luckily has fortune brought me to him! 

Do you hear, sir, ’tis but the slight killing of a man, 
or so — ^no more. 

Bhavo. Is that all ? 

Moc. Is that nothing ? 

Bravo. Some queasy stomach might turn, per- 
haps, at such a motion ; hut 1 am more resolved, 
better hardened. What is he 1 For I have my 
several rates, salaries for blood : for a lord, so 
much; for a knight, so much; a gentleman, so 
much ; a peasant, so much ; a stranger, so much, 
and a native, so much. 

Moc. Kay, he is a gentleman, and a citizen of 
Venice. 

Bravo. Let him be what he will, and we can 
agree : it has been a foolish ambition heretofore 
to save them, and men were rewarded for it with 
garlands but I had rather destroy one or two of 
Siem : they multiply too fast. 

Moc. Do you know one Signior Aurelio, then ? 
He is the man ; he wooed my mistress, and sought 
to win her from me. 


^ The Romans bestowed an oaben wreath on him who 
had preserred the life of a citisen. The mother of Coriolanus, 
in Shakespeare, boasts that he “ returned, bis brows bound 
with oak.” — Steevms.. 
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Bravo. A warrantable cause ! allow me the man, 
and ’tis enough. 

Moo. And what must I gi^e you ? 

Bravo. At a word, thirty Hvres : TU not bate 
you a betso.^ 

Moo. ril give you twenty. 

Bravo. You bid like a chapman. Well, ’tis a 
hard time ; in hope of your custom hereafter, I’ll 
take your money. 

Moo. There ’tis. Now for the means ; how ban 
you compass it % Were you not best poison 
think you ? 

Bravo. With a bullet or stiletto. Poison him 1 
I scorn to do things so poorly ; no, I’ll use valour 
in my villany, or I’ll do nothing. 

Moc. You speak honourably ; and. now I think 
on’t, what if you beat him well-favouredly, and 
spare his life Y 

Bravo. Beat him ! stay there ; I’ll kill him for 
this sum, but I’ll not beat him for thrice the value ; 
so he might do as much for me : no, I’ll leave him 
impotent for all thought of revenge. 

Enter LuCRETIA. 

Moc. Well- sir, use your pleasure. I/ook you, 
here’s the gentlewoman for whose sake it is done. 
Lady, you are come most opportunely to be a 
witness of my love and zeal to you ; he is the man 
that will do the feat. 

Lxia What feat? 

Moc. That you and I consulted of ; hill the 
rascal Aurelio, take him out of the way : what 


^ A eoiiL of the least value of aoy current in Venice ; it 
was worth no more than half a sol, that i^ near a farthhig. 
See Goriat’a Crudities/* 1911, p. 260. 
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should he live any longer for ? I'll have no Twy^ 
breathe that you disgust. 

Luc. Then ought you to go and hang yourselt 
Moc. Who, I hang myself# for what # my good 
service and respect to jrour quiet ? If he have any 
mind to haunt your chamber hereafter, he shall do 
it as a ghost, without any substantial shape, I 
assure you. 

Luc. I think the fool is in earnest : I must use 
policy, and not play away a man’s life so. [Aside.] 
Nay, prythee, sweetlieart, be not angry, 'twas but 
to try thee : this kiss and my love. [A'w.vs 
Moc. Why, here’s some amentia yet : now 'tis 
as it should be. 

Luc. I am as deep and eager in this purpose 
As you are, therefore grant me leave a little 
To talk with him ; I have some private counsel ‘ 
To give him for the better execution. 

Moo, May I not hear I 
Luo, No, as you love me, go. 

Moc. Her humour must be law ; we that are 
suitors 

Must deal with women as with towns besieg'd, 
Offer them fair conditions till you get them, 

And then we'll tyrannise. Yet tliere*s a doubt 
Is not resolv'd on. 

Luc. Good sir, begone. 

Moa I vanish. Were I best trust this fellow 
with my mistress f 

Temptations may arise ; 'tis all one, I am 
A right Italian, and the world sh-all see 
That my revenge is above jealoHS3^ [Sait 

Bkavo. Now, lady, your pleasure I 
Luc. I would not allow myself any conference 
with you, did my reason persuade me that you were 
as bad as you seem to be. Pray, wliat are you I 
Bsavo. I am, sweet creature, a kind of lawless 
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justicer,^ or usurping marfcialist of authority, that 
will kill any man \nth. my safety. 

Luo. And you purpose the death of this gentle- 
man 1 

Bravo. I Avill do anything for hire. 

Luc. Have you no consdence ^ 

Bravo. Conscience ! I know not what it is. 
Why should any man live, and I want money 1 
Luc. Have you no regard then of innocence ? 
Bravo. Tis crime enough he has a life. 

Luc. How long have you been versed in this 
trade 1 

Bravo. ’Tis my vocation. 

Luc. Leave it ; 'tis damnable ; 

And thou the worst and basest of all villains : 

It had been better for the womb that bare thee, 

If it had travail’d with a pestilence. 

What seed of tigers could beget thee to 
Such bold and rash attempts for a small lucre, 
Which will be straight as ill-spent as 'twas got, 

To destroy that whose essence is divine ; 

Souls, in themselves more pure than are the 
heavens, 

Or thy ill-boding stars j more worih than all 
The treasure lock’d up in the heart of earth ; 

And yet do this unmov’d or unprovok’d. 

Bravo. I have no other means nor way of living. 
Luo. ’Twere better perish than be so supported ; 
There are a thousand courses to subsist by. 

Bravo. Ay, but a free and daring spirit scorns 
To stoop to servile ways, but will choose rather 
To purchase his revenue from his sword. 


^ Thie expresBion puts one ia mind of Bacon’s description 
of Revenge, when lie saye that it is ‘ ’ wild justice.” A Bravo 
ia a revenger of injuries, and may ther^ore very fitly be 
called a lawkts jasticer^-^CQUitr, 
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Luc. I see you are grown obdurate in your 
crimes, 

Founded to rice, lost to all piety ; 

Without the apprehension of what wrong 
You do your country in depriving her 
Of those she noAv enjoys as useful members, 

And killing their posterity who, perhaps, 

Might with their art or industry advance her. 
Bravo. What courteous itch, I wonder, has 
possess'd 

Your virtuous ladyship to give me advice ? 

Best keep your wits until you get a husband, 

Who may perhaps require your learned counsel 
Luc. 'Tis true, such as do act thy villanies, 

Hate to be told or think of them ; but hear 
me. 

Hast thou no sense nor no remorse of soul t 
No thought of any Deity who, though 
It spare thee for awhile, will send at last 
A quick return of vengeance on thy head, 

And dart thee down like Phaeton J 
Bravo, Sweet virgin, 

Faces ^ about to some other discourse ; 

I cannot relish this, 

Luc. So I believe ; but yet 
Compose your thoughts for speedy penitence, 
Your life for an amendment, or I vow 
To lay your actions open to the senate. 

Bravo. Did not your sweetheart tempt me to 
this deed, 

And will you now betray me f 
Luo. He my sweetheart ! 

I hate you both alike : that very word 
Is enough to divorce thee from my pity 
Past hope of reconcilemmit ; for what mercy 


1 See note to **The Pdrson’s "Wedding, 
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Ig to le h&fl (A two sccik prcuiigios ? 

■Will yon rf-OAnt yo:; ! 5f will you te lumest t 
Bbato, 1 thinV yoall me to became year 
patient, 

Ltrc. It i', tbe to iieal dme of a sore, 
“Whose CDTe ia sttperaattaal What art. 

What mirror is sntficient to demcn-trate 
The foaIr.e% of thy gnilt, whose l-iprous mind 
Is bat one stain seas cannot cleanse 1 Why, mar- 
der, 

Tis of all vice^ the most contrary 
To ereiy rircne and hamanity : 

Tor tlujy intend the X'leasnre and delight. 

Bnt this the dis^Intion. of nararc. 

Bravo. She doe^ begin to move me, \AnAe.\ 
Luc. Think of thy sm. 

It is the beir-appareat onto helL 
And has many and &o ugly 'h&pts, 

His father Pluto and the fane'» hd.:e 
To look on their own birth : ret thou dar’st act 
What they fear to sugge&t. and sell thy soui 
To quick perdition. 

Bravo. Tbi-s has wak'd me more 
Into a quicker insight of my evib, 

That havtj impal’d me round with horrid shapes, 
More variou>5 than the several form's of dreams. 
That wait on Morpheus in his sleepy den. 

LtfC, Then, T5^ a fearful sin, and always labours 
With the new birth of damn'd inventions 
And horrid practices : for ‘tis so fearfuL 
It dares not walk alone, and where it bides 
There is no re«t nor no security, 

But a perpetual tempest of despair. 

Bravo. AU this I feel by sad experience. 
Where have 1 been, where have I liv’d a stranger, 
ExiTd from all good thoughts % Never till now 
Bid any beam of grace or good shine on me. 
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Luc. Besides, ’tis so abhorr'd of all that’s 
good 

That, -when this monster lifts his cursed head 
Above the earth, and wraps it in the clouds. 

The sun flies back, as loth to stain his rays 
With such a foul pollution ; and night, 

In emulation of so black a deed, 

Puts on her darkest robe to cover it. 

Bravo. 0, do not grate too much upon my 
suff’rings ! 

You have won upon my conscience, and I feel 
A sting within me tells my troubled soul. 

That I have trod too long those bloody paths, 
That lead unto destruction. 

Luo. Then be sorry, 

And with repentance purge away thy sin. 

Bravo. Will all my days and hours consum’d 
in prayers, 

My eyes dissolv’d to tears, wash off such crimes ^ 
Luo. If they be serious and continued. 

Bravo. You are a virgin, and your vows are 
chaste ; 

Do you assist me. 

Luc. So you’ll do the like 
For me in what I shall proposa 
Bravo. I will, 

And joy to be employ'd : there is no thought, 
Which can proceed from you, but which is vir- 
tuous ; 

And ’tis a comfoi't and a kind of goodness 
To mix with you in any action. 

Luc. Nay more, in recompense of your fair 
proffer, 

Because you say you are destitute of means, 

I’ll see that want suppl/d. 

Bravo. Divinest lady. 

Command my service. 

VOT.. VTTT 2 Q 
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XtKl Walk m Tsj^ XBfB, 

Jlad iShsu f min aeq/aaict jm. ihe fsajed 

|£!i»iuf. 

JBmier DnJO), Lsmm^ lacscASBC!^ Besteccio 

/^4>omnp. 

"Dussl I dee ‘ooming : lef^ into aidmiTa* 
tson oi Mb good yirte^ ibat msr uyer-kear bis 
<nmf3ai?^ 

LbO^ I kaT^ met^iiiik^ a longing dedre 1 )q meet 
widi fii gpio r Petrada 

Pet, I hear laTself named amon^ them. Tis 
no Mint of dyiBty to ]i£;tien irliat ojann on the irorM 
horn of me, I shall -eoneeiTe at hj their diseonise : 
a maiu behind his bai-k shall be Bur-e t'O liaTe Eoihiu^ 
■but tnita spoke of him. [JiwifJ 

IjB^j. Pra.v, ar, Ts-hen sa*w’ yon that thrice noble 
and aeGompIished gemtleman Petmrio ? 

Pet. Thrice noble and aocompliBh' d ! there's a 
neir style thrift upon me. [d#jdf.] 

Duse. It pleased the indnlgency of my fate to 
bless me ^th his company this morning, where he 
him&elf was no less favourable to gracse me with 
the periLsal of a madrigal or an essay of beauty, 
which he had then newly compos’d. 

Lio. Well, gallants either laj imderstandiug 
mtoifonns me, or he is one o: the mosi. rare and 
noble-qualified pieces ulS genrility, that ever die 
enrich our climate. 

Leo. Believe it, sir, ’tirere a kind of profanatioi 
to make doubt of the contrary. 

Pet. How happy am. I in saeh acquaintance 
A man shall have his due, when your meaue 
society haa neither judgment to discern worth, no 
credit to commend itw .. [Asule. 

Duke. 'Twas my happiness, th* other day, to b 
in the presence with certain laidies, where 1 bean 
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him the most extolled and approved : one of them 
was not ashamed to pronounce it openly, that she 
■would never desire more of heaven, than to enjoy 
such a man for her servant. 

Pet. It shall be my next emplo3’ment to inquire 
out for that lady. \Aside.‘\ 

Lio. ’Tis a miracle to me how, in so small a 
competency of time, he should arrive to such an 
absolute plenitude of perfection. • 

Leo. No wonder at ail ; a man that has travelled, 
and been careful of his time. 

Lio. But, by your favour, sir, 'tis not every man's 
happiness to make so good use on't. 

Lure. I’ll resolve you something : there is as 
great a mystery in the acquisition oi knowledge, as 
of ■wealth. Have you not a citizen will grow rich 
in a moment, and why not he ingenious J Besides, 
who knows but he might have digged for it, and 
so found out some concealed treasure of under> 
standing. 

Pet. Now, as I am truly noble, ’tis a ■wrongful 
imputation upon me. 

Leo. Well, if he had but bounty annexed to his 
other sufficiencies, he were unparalleled. 

Duke, Nay, there’s no man in the earth more 
liberal : take it upon my word, he has not that 
thing in the world so dear or precious in his esteem, 
wJuicA Ae wi?J nofr SKfSt with apoa 

the least summons of liis &iend. 

Pet. Now must I give away some two or three 
hundred pounds’ worth of toy^ to maintain tliis 
assertion. [AsideJ] 

Lio. You spoke of verses e’en now j if you have 
the copy, pray vouchsafe us a sight of them. 

Duke. I cannot suddenly resolve you : yes, here 
they are. 
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A SCASETOAZ^ OF BBlITTr. 

Ifl^jovlipriiii^h^rnrtaeasidhBrheaMijf, 

<19 tsy dwtf; 

And teU Ime tilery $rQxe her heoome^ 

^iU iat OM, 

Std I tkould fidl in At expTutioju 

Lbo. Aj many, sir, ^lis fiounds something like 
excdknl 

Tim. I?4^ hy your fep^, 

AlAough I taiKMA terUe tcJiai I coTUMit^ : 

HU my dii&Tt. 

That tohat I fad to gpeak, you tPou!4 admire. 

Lbo, Why, this Imssometast-e iii't : hoTS' siionld 
he arrive to ihis admirable mr^ziion ? 

Luke. Are you so preposieronBm tout ophuoa, 
to think that' wit and elegancy in wriimg are only 
confined to stagers and book-Trorms 1 ’Twere a 
eoledsm to imaOT© that a yomig hrsrerr, irho lires 
in the perpetual sphere of humanity, triiere every 
waitaDg-woman speaks perfect Arcadia,- and the 
ladies lips distil with the very ^yjinressence of 
conceit, should be so barren of apprehensioD, as 
not to participate of their virtuea 

Lbo. Now I consider, they are great helps to a 

Tnan,. 

Duke. But when he has travelled, and delihated 
the French ^ and the Spanish : can lie a-hed, and 
expound and digest him into compliments ; 

and when he is up, accost his mistress with what 


^ The roEoance by Sir Philip Syds^. 

* C&, Had a ta^ laik. So CIsadiaa. £. Gd. 

SSL ^Costentoa deUbaut cibos.*' — SCeevate, 

* {A F^ach romance by Honors d'T7r£^ wliieh bad been 
traadatad into Baglinh in 1630. It was iomeriy Tesy 
pc^olac. Another ta^^stion was made in 1GS7'8, 3 toIs. 
le&kl 
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he had read in the morning ; now, if suoh a one 
should rack up liis imagination, and give wings to 
his muse, ’tis credible, he should more catch your 
delicate court-ear, than aU you head-scratcherB, 
thumb-biters, lamp-wasters of them all. 

Leo. Well, I sa}^ the iniquity of fortune appears 
in nothing more, than not advancing that man to 
some extraordinary honours. 

Lio. But I never thought he had any genius- 
that way. 

Duke. What, because he has been backward to 
produce his good qualities? Believe it, poetry 
will out ; it can no more be hid than lire or love. 

Pet. I’ll break them ofi^ they have e’en spoken 
enough in my behalf for nothing, o’ conscience. 

[idwda] 

Save you, Cavalieros ! 

Duke, hly much honoured Petracio, you are 
welcome ; wo were now entered into a discourse of 
your worth. Whither do your occasions enforce 
you so fast ? 

Pet. G-entlemeu, to tell you true, I am going 
upon some raptures. 

Leo. Upon raptures, say you. 

Pet. Yes, my employment is tripartite : I have 
here an anagram to a lady I made of her name tliis 
morning, with a poesy to another, that must be in- 
serted into a ring; and here’s a paper carries a 
secret word too, that must be given, and worn by 
a knight and tilter ; and all my own imaginations, 
as 1 hope to be blessed. 

Lio. Is't possible ? how, have you lately drunk 
of the horsepond,^ or stepped on the forked Par- 
nassus, that you start out so sudden a poet ? 

1 [Hippocrene.] So PeraiuB; “Fontelabra prohii CSiftoZ- 
lino, 
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Pet. Tufi i I leave yoar Helicons and your pale 
Pirenes,^ to such as will look after them. For my 
own part, I follow the instigation of my brain, and 
scorn other helps. 

Lio. Do you so ? 

Pet. I’ll justify it : the multiplicity of learning 
does but distract a man. I am all for your modern 
humours, and when I list to express a passion, it 
flows from me with that roring of amorous conceits, 
that a true lover may hang his head over, and 
read in it the very phys’nomy of his affection, 
Duke. Why, this is a rare mirror I [jljjde.] 

Leo. 'Tis so indeed, and beyond all the art of 
optics. [Aside.] 

Pet. And when my head labours with the pangs 
of delivery, by chance up comes a countess’s wait- 
ing-woman, at whose tight, as at the remembrance 
of a mistress, my pen falls out of my hand ; and 
then do I read to her half-a-dozen lines, whereat 
we both sit together, and melt into tears, 

Leo. Pitiful-hearted creatures ! [Aside.] 

Pet. I am now about a device that this gentle- 
man has promis'd shall be presented before his 
highness. 

Duke. Yes, upon my word, sir, and yourself 
with it. 

Pet. Shall the duke take notice of me too ? 0 
heavens j how you transport me with the thought 
on’t 1 

Duke. I’ll bring you to him, believe me, and 
you know not what grace he may do you. 

Pett. ’Tis a happiness beyond mortals ! I can- 
not teH, it may be my good fortune to advance 
youftlL 


^ SoPeriiuB: “FalUdam^ue P^reneo.” — SUtvens. 
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Lio. "We shall be glad to have dependence on 
you. 

pEr. Gentles, I would intreat you a courtesy. 

Duke. AVhat's that, signiorl 

Pet. That you would be all pleas’d to grace my 
lodging to-morrow at a banquet ; there uiU be 
ladies and gallants ; and among the rest, Til send 
to invite your uncle the Antiquary ; and we’ll be 
very merry, I assure you. 

Leo. AVell, sir, your bounty commands us not 
to fail you. 

Pet. Bounty I there’s a memorandum for me. 
[Wriies in his noie^hoohl In the meantime, pray 
accept these few favours at my hands, ^ as assur- 
ances that you will not fail me ; till when, I take 
my leave. 

Lio. Farewell, sir. Go thy ways ; thou hast as 
dull a piece of scalp as ere covered the brain of 
any traveller. 

Duke. For love's sake, Lionel, let's haste to thy 
uncle, before the coxconib prevent us. 

Lio. "Why, sir, I stay for you. 

Leo. Has Petro propp’d him for your entrance, 
and is your disguise fit? 

Lio. 1 have all in readiness. 

Duke. On then, and when you are warm in your 
discourse, •we’ll come with our device to affright 
him : 'twill be an excellent scene of affliction. 

Leo. Be sure you mark your cue, sir, and do not 
fail to approach. 

Duke. Trust to my care, I warrant you. 

\Exmni. 

^ [He probably distributes asQosg them some of bis HSS. 
verses.] 
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Enter Aubelio and Servant. 

Aur. a gentlewoman witliout speak with me, 
say you ? 

Sbr. Yes, sir, and will by no means he put back. 

Auh. I am no lawyer, nor no secretary : what 
business can she have here, I wonder ? 

Ser. She is very importunate to enter. 

Aue. I was once in the humour never to admit 
any of them to come near me again, but since she 
is so eager, let her approach. Ill try ray strength, 
what proof *tis against her enchantments : if ever 
Ulysses were more provident, or better anii’d to 
sail by the Sirens, 1*11 perish ; if she have the art 
to impose upon me, let her beg my uit for an 
anatomy, and dissect it ) 

Enter LucRETiA. 

Now, Lady Humour, what new emotion in the 
blood has turn’d the tide of your fancy tu come 
hither 1 

Ltj *. These words are but unkind salutes to a 
gentlewoman. 

Aur. They are too good for yon. YTith what 
face dare you approach hither, knowing how in- 
finitely you have abused me ? You want matter to 
exercise your wits on ; the world’s too wise for you ; 
and, ere you ensnare me again, youll have good 
luck. 

Luc. Pray, sir, do nob reiterate those things 
which might better be forgotten. I confess I have 
done ill, because 1 am a woman and young, and 
’will be nobleness in you not to remember it. 

Aur. I’ll sooner plough up [the] shore and sow 
itf and live in expectation of a crop, before I’ll 
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tliink tlie least good from any of your sex, while 
I breathe again. 

Luc. I hoi^e, sir, that time aud experience will 
rectify your judgment to a better opinion of us, 

Aur. I’ll trust m}' ship to a stonn, my substance 
to a broken citizen, ere Til credit any of you. 

Luc. Good sir, be intreated : I come a penitent 
lover, with a vow’d recantation to all former prac- 
tices and malicious endeavours, that I have wrought 
against yon, 

Aur. How can I think better of yon, when I 
consider your nature, your pride, your treachery, 
your covetousness, your lust ; aud how you com- 
mit perjury easier than speak ? 

Luo. Sure, ’tis no desert in us, but your own 
misguided thoughts that move in you this passion. 

Auft Indeed, time was I thought you pretty 
foolish things to play t\ithal, aud was so blinded 
as to imagine that your hairs were golden threads, ^ 
that your eyes darted forth beams, that laughter 
sat smiling on your lips, and tho coral itself looked 
pale to them : that you moved lilce a goddess, and 
diffused your pleasures wide as the air ; then could 
I prevent the rising sun ^ to wait on you, ob« 


1 “That your hairs \yere golden threads,'* is the true 
reading; but Mr Reed allowed it to stand, **thBt your 
hearts were golden threads,” w'hich is nonsense, or very near 
it. Shakespeare has the same espression iu his “ Rape of 
Lucrece ” — 

“ Her Aa4r, like golden tkreadSy play’d with her breatli.’' 

— Collier. 

^ i.e., Go before. So in the 119th Fsalm : **Mine eyes 
prevent the night watches.** — Sleevens. 

Again, in the office of consecrating Cramp Rings : **'Wo 
beseech, thee, 0 Lord, that the Spirit which, proceeds from 
thee may prevent end follow in our desires,*’ &c. — Reed, 

One of the Collects of the C&arcb Service begins, ** Prevent 
us, 0 Lord, in all our doings." — Collier, 
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8er7ed every nod you cast foTth, had the patience 
to hear your discourse, and admired you, when you 
talked of your visits, of the courts of councils, of 
nobility, and of your ancestors. 

Luo. A.nd were not these pleasing to you 1 

Aue. Nothing hut a heap of tortures : but since 
I have learned the Delphic Oracle, to feaow 
and ponder what a deal of mischief you work, I am 
content to live private and solitary, without any 
pensive thought what you do, or what shall become 
of yoiL 

Luo. Sir, if you calculate all occasions, I have 
not merited this neglect &om you. 

Aur. Yes, and more. Do you not remember 
what tasks you were wont to put me to, and ex- 
penses \ when I bestowed on you gowns and petti- 
coats, and you in exchange gave me bracelets and 
shoe-ties 1 how you fool^ me sometimes, and set 
me to pin plaits in yonr ruff, two hours together, 
and made a waiting frippery of me1 how you 
racked my brain to compose verses for you — a 
thing I could never abide ? Nay, in my conscience, 
and I had not took courage, you bad brought me 
to spin, and beat me with your slippers. 

Lua ^Vell, sir, I pwceive you are resolved to 
hear no reason ; but, before my sorro^vful de- 
parture, know she that you slight is the preserver 
of your life ; therefore I dare be bold to call you 
ingrate, and in that I have spoke all that can be 
ill in man.^ 

Aue. Pray, stay ; come back a little. 

Luc. Not till you are better-tempered. "What 
I have revealed is true ; and though you prove un- 
thankful, good deeds reward themselves : the con- 


1 AUudine to the anoient aphorism, Jvgratw ri diseerii, 
omnta dixem. 
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science of the fact shall pay my virtue. So I leave 
you. [Exit. 

Aur. That I should owe my life to her ! which 
way, I wonder 1 Something depends on this, I must 
win out : well, I will not forswear it, but the toy 
may take me in the head, and I may see her. [Exit. 

Enter Antiquary aoid Petro. 

Ant. Has he such rare things, say you 1 

Pet. Yes, sir, I believe you have not seen the 
like of them : they are a couple of old manuscripts, 
found in a wall,^ and stored up with the founda- 
tion j it may be they are the writings of some 
prophetess. 

Ant. What moves you to think so, Petro ? 

Pet. Because, sir, the characters are so imper- 
fect ; for time has eaten out the letters, and the 
dust makes a parenthesis ^ betwixt every syllable. 

Ant, a shrewd, convincing argument 1 this 
fellow has a notable reach with him. Go, bid liim 
enter. A hundred to one some fool has them in 
possession that knows not their value : it may be 
a man may purchase them for little or nothing 

Enter LIONEL, like a scholar, with itm hooks. 

Come near, friend, let me see what you have there. 
ITmph, *ti8, as I said, they are of the old Roman 
binding. What’s the price of these 1 

^ [Possibly the author bad in his recollection. Wimbel- 
don's “ Godlie Sermon,” preached at Paul’s Cross in 1386, 
and ^'jEound out hyd in a wall ; ” printed in 1684.] 

* This is borrowed from the cbexacter of an Antiquary, 
in [Earle’s] Micro-Cosmograpbie, or a Piece of the *World 
DisooTered,” 12**, 1626 : ** Printed books be contemnes as a 
•novelty of tli^ latter age ; but a mannsoript be pores on 
everlastingly, especially if the cover be all moth-eaten, and 
the du«4 o foren^esis betveen eiftry syllable.** 
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my lands and live confined : inquire me out a 
chapman that will take them of me. 

Lio. If you please to let them, sir, I will help 
you to a tenant. 

Ant. 'Will you, sir 7 with all my heart, and Til 
afford him the better bargain for your sake. 

Pet. He may pay the rent with counters, and 
make him believe they are antiquities. 

Ant. What’s the yearly rent of them, Petro ? 

Pet. They have been racked, sir, to three thou, 
sand crowns ; but the old rent was never above 
fifteen hundred. 

Ant. Go to, you have said enough ; I’ll have 
no more than the old rent Name your man, and 
the indentures shall be drawn. 

Lio. Before I propose that, sir, I thought good to 
acquaint you with a specialty I found among other 
writings which, having a seal to it and a name 
subscribed, does most properly belong to j'ou. 

Ant. Let me see it. What’s here? Signior 
Giovanni Veterano di Monte Nigro 1 Ho was my 
great grandfather, and this is an old debt of his 
that remains yet uncancelled. Y^ou could never 
have pleased toe better to my cost : this ought, in 
conscience, to be discharged, and PJl see it satisfied 
the first thing I do. Come along. 

Pet. Will you afford your nephew no exhibition 
out of your estate, sir 1 , 

Ant. Not a sol ; not a gazet.i j have articles 
to propose before the senate shall disinherit him. 

Lio. Have you, sir ? Not justly, I hope. Pray, 
what are they ? 


^ A gaaetf says Coriat (p. 286), " is almost a penny ; 
whereof ten doe make a IWer, that is, nine pence." Newa> 
papers being originally sold for that piece of money, acquired 
their present name of Qazetiu , — See Junius ** Etymol," voce 
Gazette, 
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Ant. One of them is, he sent me letters beyond 
sea, dated Stilo ^ovo.^ 

Lio. That was a great oYersight. 

Ant. Then you remember, Petro, he took up 
commodities, new-fashioned stuffs, when he was 
under a^e, too, that he might cosen his creditors. 

Pet. Yes, sir. 

Ant. And afterwards found out a new way to 
pay them, too. 

Lio. He served them, but in their kind, sir: 
perhaps they meant to have cheated him. 

Ant. *Tis all one ; Pll have no such practices. 
But the worst of all : one time, when I found him 
drunk, and chid him for his vice, he had no way 
to excuse himself, hut to say, he would become a 
new man. 

Lio. That was heinously spoken, indeed I 

Ant. These are sufficient aggravations to any 
one that shall understand my humour. 

Enter DuKE ajid LEONARDO. 

Duke. Save you, sir I 

Ant. These gen^emen shall be witnesses to the 
bonds. You are very welcome I 

Duke. I hardly believe it, when you hear our 
message. 

Ant. Why, I beseech you 1 


1 The manner of dating letters from abroad, before the 
alteration of the calendar, according to the reformation of it 
by Pope Gregory Kill, In **The Woman’s Prize; or, the 
Tamer Tam'd,” by Beaumont and Fletcher [Dyce's edit. 
viL 194], Maria says to Fetrochio, who had thrMtened to 
tetvd, in order to be rid of her — 

I do comiolt Tonx reformation ; 

And so I leave 70a to jonr stilo nooo." 

— 'lAct. iv, sc. 5.] 
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Duke. I am sorry to be made tbe unkind in- 
strument to wrong you ; but since 'tis a task im- 
posed from so great a command, I hope you will 
the easier be induced to dispense with me. 

Ant. Come nearer to your aim : I understand 
you not 

Dues. Then thus, sir: the duke has been 
informed of your rarities ; and holding them an 
unfit treasure for a private man to possess, he 
hath sent his mandamus to take them from you. 
See, here’s his hand for the deliveiy. 

Ant. O, O ! 

Leo. What ails you, sirl 

Ant. I am struck with a sudden sickness : some 
good man help to keep my soul in, that is rushing 
from me, and will by no means be entreated to 
continue I 

Lio. Pray, sir, be comforted. 

Ant. Comfort I no, I despise it ; he has given 
me daggers to my heart ! 

Leo. Show yourself a< man, sir, and contemn 
the worst of fortune. 

Ant. Good sir, could not you have invented a 
less studied way of torture to take away my 
life? 

Duke, I hope 'twill not work so deeply with 
you. 

Ant. Nay, and ’twould stop there, 'twere well ; 
but 'tis a punishment will follow me after death, 
and afflict me worse than a fury. 

Leo. I much pity the gentleman’s case. 

Ant. Think what 'tis to lose a son when you 
have brought him up, or, after a seven years' 
voyage, to see your ship sink in the harbour i 

Duke. 'Twere a woeful spectacle, indeed ! 

Ant. They but tickling to this : I have been 
all my life a-gathering what. I mast now lose in a 



476 


THE AKTTQUARY. 


Lio. I would he loth, sir, to sell them under rate, 
only to merit laughter for my rashness ; tlierefore I 
thoughtgoodtohestowtliemon you, andrefer myself 
to your wisdom and free nature for my satisfaction. 

Ant, You say well; then am I bouiul again in 
conscience to deal justdy with you : will five hun- 
dred crowns content you 1 

Lio, ril demand no more, sir. 

Ant. Petro, see them delivered. Now I need 
not fear to tell you what they are : this is a hook 
de Repuhlica, ’tis Marcus Tullius Cicero's own hand 
writing; I have some other books of his penning 
give me assurance of it.^ 

Pet. And what’s the other, sir ? 

Ant, This other is a hook of mathematics, that 
was long lost in darkness, and afterwards restored 
hy Ptolemy. 

Lio. I wonder, sir, unless you were Time’s sec- 
retary, how you should airive to tliis intelli- 
gence. 

Ant. I know it by more than inspiration. You 
had them out of a wall, you say. 

Lio, Yes, sir, 

Akt. Well, then, however you came by them, 
they were first brought to Venice by Cardinal 
Grimani,- a patriarch, and were digged out of the 
ruins of Aquileia, after it was sacked by Attila 
king of the Hiius. 

Lio. This to mo is wonderful. 

Ant. Petro, I mean to retire, and give myself 
wholly to contemplation of these studies ; and be- 
cause nothing shall hinder me, I mean to lease out 


^ [The antiquaiy was fortunate in the XKMsesBion of what 
is still unknown in a complete state. Fragments, recovered 
from a palimpsest, have heen print^ by Cardinal Mai.] 

* [Old copy, Girmanua.'l 
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my lands and live confined : inquire me out a 
chapman that will take them of me. 

Lio. If you please to let them, sir, I will help 
you to a tenant. 

Ant. Will you, sir ? with all my heart, and Til 
afford him the better bargain for your sake. 

Pet. He may the rent with counters, and 
make him believe they are antiquities. 

Ant. Wliat’s the yearly rent of them, Petro 1 

Pet. They have been racked, sir, to three thou- 
sand crowns j but the old rent was never above 
fifteen hundred. 

Ant. Gro to, you have said enough ; IT hare 
no more than the old rent. Xame your man, and 
the indentures shall be drawn. 

Lio. Before I propose that, sir, I thought good to 
acquaint you "with a specialty I found among otlier 
writings which, having a seal to it and a name 
suhsorihed, does most properly belong to you. 

Ant. Let me see it. Wijat's here? Signior 
Giovanni Yeterano di Monte Nigro ! Ho was my 
great grandfather, and this is an old debt of his 
that remains yet uncancelled. You could nerer 
have pleased tne better to my cost : this ought, m 
conscience, to be discharged, and I’ll see it satisfied 
the first thing I do. Come along. 

Pet. Will you afford your nephew no exhibition 
out of your estate, sir? 

Ant. jYot a so) ; not a gazefc.^ I have ai'fcioles 
to propose before the senate shall disinherit him. 

Lio. Have you, sir ? Not justly, I hope. Pray, 
what are they ? 

^ A gasetf saya Coriat (p. 286),^ ia almoat ft penny ; 
whereof ten doe make a liver, that la, nine penoe.** 
papers being origms^iy sold fra that piece of money, nequired 
their present name of OuLztUu , — See Junius “B^uiol, voce 
Gazette. 
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Aot. One of them is, he sent me letters beyond 
sea, dated Siilo N'ovo?- 

Lio. That was a great oversight. 

Ant. Then you remember, Petro, he took up 
commodities, new-fashioned stuifs, when he was 
under age, too, that he might cosen his creditors. 

Pet. Yes, sir. 

Ant. And afterwards found out a new way to 
pay them, too. 

Lio. He served them but in their kind, sir; 
perhaps they meant to have cheated him. 

Ant. *Tis all one ; Pll have no such practices. 
But the worst of all : one time, when I found him 
drunk, and chid him for his vice, he had no way 
to excuse himself, but to say, he would become a 
new man. 

Lio. That was heinously spoken, indeed ! 

Ant. These are sufficient aggravations to any 
one that shall understand my humour. 


E7iter Duke wnd Leonardo. 

Duke. Save you, sir J 

Ant. These gentlemen shall be witnesses to the 
bonds. You are very welcome ! 

Duke. I hardly believe it, when you hear our 
message. 

Ant. Why, I beseech you ? 


^ The manner of dating letters from abroad, before the 
alteratioTi of the calendar, according to the reformation o£ it 
by Pope Gregory XIII. In “The Woman’s Friee; or, the 
Tamer Tam'd,” by Beaumont and Fletcher [Byce's edit. 
TU. 194], Maria saye to Fetruchio, who bad -wreatened to 
travel, in order to be rid of h«* — 

^ « I do commit yoar reformation ; 

And so 1 leave you to jonr etilo yiooo.” 

— [Xci, iv, BC. 6.] 
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Duke. I am sorrv to be made the unkijnl in- 
strameiit to wrong you ; but since ^tis a task im- 
posed & 02 n so great a command, I hope you will 
the easier be induced to dispense with me. 

Akt. Come neai*er to your aim ; I understend 
you not. 

Duke. Then thus, sir: the duke has heen 
informed of your rarities ; and holding them an 
unfit treasure for a private man to possess, he 
hath sent his mandamus to take them Irom you. 
See, here's his hand for the delivery. 

Ant. O, O ! 

Leo. What ails you, sir? 

Ant. I am struck with a sudden sickness : some 
good man help to keep my soul in, that is rushing 
from me, and will by no means be entreated to 
continue ! 

Lio. Pray, sir, be comforted. 

Ant. Comfort 1 no, 1 despise it : he has given 
me daggers to my heart ! 

Leo. Show yourself a* man, sir, and contemn 
the worst of fortune. 

Ant. Good sir, could not you have invented a 
less studied way of torture to take away mv 
life? 

Duke. I hope ^twill not -work so deeply wdth 
you. 

Ant. yay, and ’twould stop tliei-p, *twere well ; 
but 'tis a punishment will follow me after death, 
and afflict me worse tlian a fury. 

Leo. I much pity the gentleman’s case. 

Ant. Think what 'tis to lose a son when you 
have brought him up, or, after a seven yeiu's’ 
voyage, to see your ship sink in the harbour i 

Duke. ’Twere a wo^ui spectacle, indeed ! 

Ant. They are bat tickling to this : I have been 
all my life a-gathering what I must now lose in a 
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moment* Tlic Backing of a city is nothing to be 
compared 'nrith it. 

Leo. And that's lamentable. 

Ant. 'Twill but only give you a light to con- 
ceive of iny misery. 

Iiio. Pray, sir, be not importunate to take them 
this time ; but try rather, if by any means you can 
revoke the decree. 

Dukk. ’Twill be somewhat dangerous ; but, for 
your sake, I'll try. 

Ant. Shall 1 hope any comfort! Then, upon 
my credit, gentlemen, PIl appoint you all mine 
heirs, so soon as I am dead. 

Duxe. You speak nobly. 

Ant. Nay, and because you shall not long gape 
after it, I’ll (lie within a month, and set you down 
all joint executors. 

Lio. But when you are freed from tho terror of 
his imposition, 'will you not recant ! 

Ant. Nay, and you doubt me, walk along, and 
ril confirm’t upon you instantly, \_Exeunt, 

ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

Enter .^AiiLtA. ancl Angelia, disguised. 

uEmi. Why, gentle boy, think what a happy 
hliAs 

Thou shalt enjoy, before thou knoVst what ’tis ! 

Ang. 'Twill be a dear experiment, to waste 
My prime and flower of youth, and suffer all 
Those liquid sweats to be extracted from me 
By the hot influence of consuming lust, 

Only to find how well you can express 
What skilful arts are bid in wickedness 1 

Thou dream'st, fond boy ; those sweets of 
youth and beauty 
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Were lent, to be employ’d upon their like ; 

And when they both do meet, and are extin- 
guish’d. 

From their mix’d heat a rich perfume shall rise, 
And burn, to love a grateful sacrifice. 

Ang. But I'll not be so prodigal to lavish 
Such gifts away, that be irrevocable 
And yet the first that leave us. 

Mul ’TwiU be ne’er exacted, 

How soon you have bestow’d them, but how welL 
AVhat good or profit can a hidden treasure ^ 

Do more than teed the miser’s greedy eye, 

When, if ’twere well bestow’d, it might enrich 
The owner and the user of it 1 Surii 
Is youth and natuiVs bounty, that receive 
A gain from the expense ; but, were there none 
But a mere damage, yot the pleasure of it 
And the delight would recompense the loss. 

Ang. Whate’er the pleasure be or the delight,’ 

I am too young, not plum’d for such a flight. 

Too young 1 a poor excuse ! ^as, your 

will 

Is weaker than your power. Ko one can be 
Too young to learn good acts ; and, for my part^ 

I am not taken with a boisterous sinew, 

A brawny limb or back of Hercules, 

But with a soft delicious beauty ; such 
As people, looking on his doubtibl sex, 

Might tliink him male or female. 

Ang. I cannot blame 
These just Italians, to lock up their wives, 

That are so free and dissolute ; they labour 
Hot with their country’s heat more than their 
own. 

Will you be satisfied 1 1 am too young. 


1 

voT. xm 


See Milton'e "COTaus,” L 7S9, &c. 

2 E 
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^MX Too young I I like you the better. There 
is a price 

Due to the early cherry : the first apples 
Deserre more grace : iko budding rose is set by j 
But^ stale and fully-blown, is left for vulgars 
To rub their sweaty fingers on. Too young ! 

Aa well you may affirm the tender tree 
Too young to graft ujion j or you may say, 

The rising sun’s too young to court the day. 

Ano. But there arc bonds Hymen has laid upon 
you, 

Keep us asunder. 

Mmx. Those arc only toys, 
flha<lows, mere apparitions of doubt 
To affright children. Do but yield unto me. 

My arms shall be thy sphere to wander in. 

Circled about with spells to charm these fears ; 
And when thou sleep'sty Cupid shall c^o^m thy 
slumbers ^ 

With thousand shapes of lustful dalliance ; 

Then will I bathe thee in ambrosia, 

And from my lips distil such nectar on thee. 

Shall make thy flesh immortal. 

Ente7' Lorenzo. 

Lor. How now, wife, is this your exercise t 
Wife, did I say I Stain of my blood and issue, 
The great antipathy unto my nature, 

Courting your paramour I Death to my honour ! 
What have I seen and heard I Curse of my fate ! 
Would 1 had first been deaf, or thou struck dumb, 


^ So in " King Henry IV., Part L” — 

** And <m thliM aya-lids crovn the god of aleep^” 

— SUeoem. [The whole passage seems to be imitated from 
one in ** Venus and Adonis.”] 




TUE ANTIQUART. 


489 


Before this G-orgoo, this damn’d vision, 

Had numb’d my faculties. 

^Mi. What have you seen 
Or heard more than a dialogue I read 
This morning in a book? 

Lor. Would thou and that book 
Were both burnt for heretics ! You genial powers 
Why did you send this serpent to my bosom, 

To pierce me through with greater cruelty 
Than Cleopatra felt from stings of adders 1 
Hence from my sight, thou venom to my eyes ! 
Would I could look thee dead, or with a frown 
Dissect thee into atoms, and then hurl them 
About the world to cast infection. 

And blister all they light on ! 

You are mad, 

And rave without a cause. 

Lor. 0 heavens I she means 
To justify her sin ! Can’st thou redeem 
Thy lost fame and my wrongs ? 

^311. Ko, sir, I’ll leave you; 

You are too passionate. 

Ang. Pray, sir, be satisfied ; we meant no hurt 
Lor. What charm held back my hand, I did 
not let 

Her foul blood out, then throw't into the air, 
Whence it might mount up to the higher region, 
And there convert into some fearful meteor, 

To threaten all her kindred ! Stay, sweet child, 
For thou art virtuous : yet go, however ; 

Thou putt'st me in remembrance of some ill. 

Diana blush'd Actaeon to a stag : [Eads. Ang. 

What shall lust do ? Chastity made horns i 
I shall be grafted with a horrid pair ; 

And between every branch a written scroll 
Shall speak my shame, that foot-boys shall dis- 
cern it, 
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And sailois icad it, as they pass along ^ 

If I bear this, I lii^e no soul noi spleen 
I must mvent som^ mischief Smallest cares 
Are talkative, ^vhilst gieat ones silent are ^ [Exit 

Enter ^MILIA 

What have I done, that w ith a clue of 

lust 

Have wrought myself in such a labyimth. 

Whence I shall ne’er get free’ There is no 
wrong 

Like to the breach of wedlock those injuries 
Are writ lu marble, time shall ne’ei lase out 
The heaits of such, if they be once divided, 

Will ne’ei grow one again sooner jou may 
Call the spent day, or bid the stream return, 

That long since slid beside yon I am lost , 

Quite loifeited to shame, which till I felt, 

I ne’er foresaw , so m as the less prepared 
But yet, they say, a woman’s wit is sudden, 

And quick at an excuse I was too foolish 
Had he confounded heaven and earth with oaths, 

I might have sworn him down, or wept so truly, 
That he should sooner question his on n eyes. 
Than my false tears this had been woith the 
acting 

Or else 1 might have stood to the defence on’t, 
Been angry, and took a courage from my crimes 
But 1 was tame and ignorant > 

Enter LIONEL 
Lio. Save you, lady ! 


^ So Seneca— 

“ Curs lOTM loquuntur ugentes stupent ” 

—Pegge 
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0 signior Lionel, you have undone me. 
Lio. Who, I ! Which way 1 

The boy you brought my husband. 

Lio. Ay, what of him 1 

He is a w’itch, a thief, 

That has stolhi all my honours. His smooth 
visage . 

Seem’d like a sea becalmed or a safe harbour, 
Where love might ride securely, but was found 
A dangerous quick-sand, wherein sxe perish’d 
My hopes and fortunes, by no art or engine 
To be weighed up ag«ain. 

Lio. Instruct me how ! 

Teach mo the way then, that I may relate 
My o^Yn ill story with as great a boldness 
As I did first conceive, and after act it. 

What wicked error led my wand’ring thoughts 
To gaze on his false beautjr, that has proved 
The fatal minute of my mind’s first ruin ^ 

Shall I be brief? 

Lio. What else ? 

.^Mi. How can I speak, 

Or plead with hope, that have so bad a cause I 
Lio. You torture me too much ; the fear of evil 
Is worse than the event. 

jEqii. Then, though my heart 
Abhor the memory. I’ll tell it out. — 

The boj I mentioned (whatever power 
Did lay on me so sad a punishment) 

I did behold him with a lustful eye, 

And, which is the perfection of sin, 

Did woo him to my will. 

Lio. Well, what of that? 

You are not the first offender in that kind. 

My suit no sooner ended, but came iu 
My jealous husband. 

Lio. That was something indeed ! 
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.^Mi. AVho overheard us all. 

LlO. A shrewd mischance I 
Mm. Jiiilgo with what countenance he did be- 
hold me, 

Or I view him, that had so great a guilt 
Hang on my brow. My looks and hot desire 
Hoth fell together j whilst he, big with anger, 

And swol’n high with revenge, hastes from my 
presence. 

Only to study how to inflict some torture, 

"Which I stay to expect : and here you see 
The suffeiing object of liis cruelty. 

LiO. Methinks it were an easy thing for one 
That were ingenious, to retort all 
On his own head, and make him ask forgiveness. 
Mm. Tliat would he a scene indeed ! 

Lio. I have been fortunate 
In such turns in my days. 

Mm. Could you do this, 

I’d swear you had more wit than Mercury, 

Or his son Autolycus ^ that was able 
To change black into white. 

Lio. Do not despair : 

I have a genius was ne’er false to me ; 

If he should fail me now in these extremes. 

I would not only wonder, but renounce him : 

He tells me, something may be done. Be rul’d, 
And if I plot not so, to make all hit, 

Tlien you shall take the mortgage of my wit. 
Mm However, sir, you speak comfortably. 

[£xeunt. 


’ Famous for all the arts of fraud aod thievery — 

*’ Non Ailt AuMycl bam plccata mantu." 

— Martial. 

See Hr Steevens’s note on *' The Winter's Tale,” act iv. 
BO. 2. 
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Enter ATmELXOahove; DUKE tnit? LEONARDO [paa«] 
over tJie stage. 


Aue. Good morrow, gentlemen. What, yon 
are for the feast, I perceive. * 

Duke. Master Aurelio, good morrow to you. 
Whose chamber’s that, I pray ? 

Aur. My own, sir, now \ I thank ill fortune and 
a good wife. 

Duke. What ! are you married, and your friends 
not pre-acquainted ^ This will be construed 
amongst them. 

Aur. a stolen wedding, sir! I was glad to 
apprehend any occasion, when I found her inclin- 
ing. We'll celebrate the solemnities hereafter, 
when there shall be nothing wanting to make our 
Hymen happy and Nourishing. 

Leo. In good time, sir. Who is your spouse, I 
pray 1 

Aur. Marry, sir, a creature for whose sake I 
have endured many a heat and cold, before I could 
vanquish her. She has proved one of Hercules’ 
labours to me ; but time, that prefers all things, 
made my long toil and affection both successful : 
and, in brief, ’tis mistress Lucretia, as veiy a hag- 
gard as ever was brought to fist. 

Duke. Indeed i I have often heard you much 
complain of her coyness and disdain ; what auspi- 
cious charm has now recondled you together J 

Aur. There is, sir, a critical minute in every 
man’s wooing, when his mistress may be won ; 
which if he carelessly neglect to prosecute, he may 
wait long enough before he gain the like oppor- 
tunity. 
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Leo. It seems, sir, you have lighted upon’t. 
We wish you much joy in your fair choice. 

Atjr. Thank you, gentlemen ; and I to either 
of you no worse fortune. But that my wife is not 
yet risen, I would intreat you take the pains come 
up and visit her. 

Duke. No, sir, that would be uncivil; we’ll wait 
some dttefi occasion to gratulate your rites. Good- 
morrow to you. \Exeunt. 

Aur. Your servant! Nay, lie you still, and 
dare not so much as proffer to mutter ; for if you 
do, I vanish. Now, if you ^vill revolt, you may. 
I have laid a stain upon your honour, which you 
shall wash off as well as you can. 


Lucrbtu, 

Luo. Was this done like a gentleman, or indeed 
like a true lover, to bring my name in question, 
and make me no less than your whore I ^Yas I 
ever iiLarried to you ? Speak. 

Aur, No ; but you may, when you please. 

Luc. Why were you then so impudent to pro- 
claim such a falsehood, and say I was your wife, 
and that you had lain with me, when 'twas no such 
matter] 

Aur. Because I meant to make you so, and no 
man else should do it. 

Luc. 'Slight, this is a device to over-reach a 
woman with ! He has madded me, and I would 
give a hundred crowns I could scold out my anger. 

[Aaide.'l 

Aur. Come, there’s no injury done to you but 
what Kes in my power to make whole again. 

Luc. Your power to make whole ! Til have no 
man command me so far. What can any lawful 
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jury judge of my honesty, upon &uch proofs as 
these, when they shall see a gentleman making 
himself ready^ so early, and saluting them out of 
the chamher, Tvhither (like a false man) thou hast 
stolen ill by the bribery of my servant 1 Is this 
no scandal / 

Aur. 'Twas done on purpose, and I am glad my 
inventions thrive so ; therefore do not stand talk< 
ing, but resolve. 

Luc. What should I resolve ? 

Aur. To many me for the safeguard of your 
credit, and that sud<lenly ; for I have made a vow 
that, unless 3'ou will do it without delay, I’ll nob 
have you at all. 

Luc. Some politician counsel me 1 There^s no 
such torment to a woman, though she afiect a thing 
ever so earnestly, yet to be forced to it. 

Aur. What, are you agreed 1 

Luc, Well, you are a tyrant, lead on : what 
must be, must be ; but if there were any other way 
in the earth to save my reputation, I’d never have 
thee. 

Aur. Then I must do you a courtesy against 
your will. [A'xeunt. 


Enter Petructo and Cook. 

Pjst. Come, honest cook, let me see how thy 
imagination has wrought, as well as thy fingers, 
and what curiosity thou hast shown in the prepa- 
ration of this banquet ; for gluttoning delights to 
be ingenious. 

Cook. 1 have provided you a feast, sir, of twelve 
dishes, whereof each of them is an emblem of one 
of the twelve signs in the Zodiac. 


^ [Dreuiog biSDsdf.] 
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Pet Well said* Who will now deny that 
cookery is a m\ stery ^ 

OOOK Look you, sn, there is the list of them 
Par Aiie&, Tauiiis Gemim, good forAiies, a 
dish of lamb stones and sweet breads , foi Taurus, 
a sirloin of beef , for Gemini, a brace of pheasants , 
for Cancer, a buttered crab , for Libia, a balance — 
m one scale a custard, m the other a tart — that’s 
a dish foi an alderman, foi Yirgo, a gieen salad, 
for Scoipio, a grand one ; for Sagittarius, a pasty 
of venison for Aquarius, a goose , for Piscea, two 
mullets Is that all ^ 

Cook Head on, sir 

Pei And m the middle of the table, to ha\ e an 
artificial hen, made of puff paste, Tvith her wings 
displayed, sitting upon eggs composed of the same 
materials , v here in each of them shall be enclosed 
a fat nightingale, well seasoned Mith pepper and 
ambergrease ^ So then will I add one insention 


1 Ambergrease formerlj an ingredient used in height 
ening sauces So in Milton s ** Pir idise Reg'iined, book ii 
1 344 ^ 

** In pastry built or fi om the spit, oi boil d 
Gi u amba eteam d — Stenens 

On this pisn'ige Dr Kewton ob»er>es, that “ambergrib, 
or grey amber, u> esteemed the beat, and U'<d m pei fumes 
and cordiala ” A curious lady communic’ited the tullowing 
TcmaakB upon ibis to Mr Ptck, yvhich e svill here 

-transcribe “Gtei/ am&ci » the amber our author here 
speaks of, and melts like butter Ic was formeil} & 
ingredient in e\ery conceit for a banquet — m/ , ti fume the 
meat with, and that whether boiled, loosted, or baked 
laid often on the top of a baked pudding , w hich last 1 have 
eat of at an old courtier’s table And I remember, in our 
old chronicle there is much complaint of the nobilities being 
made sick, at Cardmol Wolsey’s banquets, with rich scented 
eatea and dishes most costly dressed with ambet gns I also 
recollect I once saw a little book writ by a gentlewoman of 
Queen Elizabeth's Court, where ambergriB is mentioned as 
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more of my own , for I will have all these descend 
Irom the top of my loot in a throne, as you see 
Cupid or Mercuiy in a play 

Cook That -n ill be laie indeed, sir * [^Lxvt 

Mntei Duke and LEONARDO 

Pet See, the guests aie come , go, and make ail 
ready Gentles, 3 ou aie welcome 

Duke Is the Antiquaiy ani\ed, or no^ can 
you tell, sir ^ 

Pbt Not yet, but I expect him each minute — 
Euta Antiquary 

bee, your word hasi charmed lum hither already • 

Duke bignioi , > ou are happily encountered, and 
the rather, because I have good new s to tell you the 
Duke has been so giacious as to lelease his demand 
for yout antiquities 

Ant Hts he ^ You have filled me all 01 ei with 
spint, with wlndi 1 will mix sixteen glasses of wine 
to lus health, the fiiat thing I do Would I knew 
his highueSd, 01 had a just occasion to present my 
loyalty at lus feet ’ 

Duki For that, take no thought , it shall he my 
care to bung 30U and feignior Petrucio heie both 


the haul gout of that age ' So far this curious lady , and 
Se'iuTuoQt 'ind Fietcliei, m the ” Custoin of the Country, 
act 111 sc 2 ~ 

Be sure 

The loes be Insty bi£h aud full ofBpntt 
And am&er d all 

It appears also to haye been esteemed a restorative, being 
mentioned, with other things used for that purpose, in 
Marston’e Fan ne, ’ act 1 ] sc 1 8ee also Surflets Irans 
lation of Lauientiusa “Diecourse of Old Age, &c,' 1599, 
p 194 
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befdfa him. I have already acquainted him 
both your wortha, and for aught I can gather hy 
hia speech j he intends to do you some extraordinary 
honoai^ : it may be, he will make one a senator, 
because of his age : and on the other, bestow his 
daughter or niece in marriage. There^s some such 
thing hatching, I assure you. 

Pet. Very likely, I imagined as much : that 
last shall be my lot j 1 knew some such destiny 
would befall mo. \AiiiUA Shall we be jovial upon 
this news, and thrust aUsarlness out of doors I 

Leo. For our parts, Vitellius was never so 
voluptuous : all our discourse shall run wit to tlie 
last. 

Dukk. Our mirth shall be the quintessence of 
pleasure, 

And our delight flow with that harmony, 

Th’ ambitious spheres shall to the centre shrink, 
To hear our music ; such ravisliing accents, 

As are from poets in their fury hurVd, 

When thfiir ovitrageous rapUu'cs flil the world. 

Pet. There spolce my genius 1 [Asidt.'] 

Akt. Kow you talk of music, have you e’er a 
one that can play us an old lesson, or sing us an 
old song 1 

Pet. An old lesson I yes, he shall play The 
Beginning of the World and for a song, he shall 
sing one that was made to the moving of the orbs, 
when they wore first set in tune. 

Ant. Sncli a one would I hear. 

Pet. Walk in then, and it shall not be long, 
before 1 aatisiy your desires. \Exemt. 


> [Of Sellanger'B Bowad. See Chappell’s ‘'Popular Uusie/’ 
pp. 69, 70.] 
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Enter Petro and Julia, loith iioo hottles. 

Julia. Come, master Petro, welcome heartily ; 
while they are drinking within, wc'll be as merry 
as the maids : 1 stole these bottles from undei’ the 
cu^oard, on purpose against 3 'our coming. 

Pet. Courteous mistress Julia, ho'VK shall- I 
deserve this favour from you 1 

Julia. There is a way, master Petro, if you 
could find it ; but the tenderness of j'our j'outh 
keeps you in ignorance : ^tis a great fault, I must 
tell you. 

Pet. I shall strive to amend it^ if you please to 
instruct me, lady. 

JuLiA- Alas, do not you know what maids love 
all tills while H You must come oftener amongst 
us \ want of company keeps the spring of your 
blood backward. 

Pet. It does so ; hut you shall see, when we are 
private, I shall begin to practise with you better, 

Enttr BacchA- 

Bao. Master Petro, this was kindly done of you. 

Pet. What’s my master a-doing, can you tell ! 

Bag. Why, tliey are as jovial as twenty beggars, 
drink their whole cups, sis glasses at a health : 
your master’s almost tipped already. 

Pet. So much the better, his business is the 
sooner dispatched. 

Julia. Well let us not stand idle, but verify 
the proverb, LiJce master, like man; and it shall go 
hard. Master Petro, but we will put you in the 
same cue. 

Pet. Let me have fair play, put nothing in my 
cup, and do your worst 

Bag. Unless the cup have that virtue to retain 
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the print of a kiss or the glance of an eye, to 
enamour you : nothing else, I assure you. 

Pkt. For that I shall be more thirsty of than of 
the liquor. 

Julia. Then let’s make no more words, but 
about it presently. Come, Master Petro, will you 
walk in 1 » 

Pet. I attend you. 

Bag. It shall go hard, but I’ll drink him asleep, 
and then work some knavery upon him. [Exeunt 

Enter Duke, Leonarbo, and tlhe Antiquary drunk. 

Ant. I'll drink with all Xerxes’ army now ; a 
whole river at a draught. 

Duke. By’r lady, sir, that requires a large 
swallow. 

Ant. 'Tis all one to our noble duke’s health : 
I can drink no less, nut a drop less ; and you his 
servants will pledge me, I am sure. 

Leo. Yes, sir, if you could show ur away, when 
we had done, how to build w’ater-mills iii our 
bellies. 

Ant. Do you what you will ; for my part, I 
will begin it again and again, till Bacchus himself 
shall stand amazed at me. 

Leo. But should this quantity of drink come up, 
’twere cnougli to breed a deluge, and drown a 
whole country. 

Ant. No matter, they can ne'er die better than 
to bo drowned in the duke’s health, 

Duke. Well, sir, PU acquaint him how much he 
is beholden to you. 

Ant. Will you believe me, gentlemen, upon my 
credit t 

Leo. Yes, sir, anything. 

Ant. Do you see these breeches then 1 
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Leo. Ay, Trliat of themt 

Aut. These were Fompey^s breeches, I assure 
you, 

Duke. Is*t possible 1 

Airr. He h^ his denomination from them ; he 
was called Pompey the Great, from wearing these 
great breeches. ^ 

Leo. I never heard so mnch before. 

Ai7t. And this was Jnhus Cafsar^s hat, when he 
was killed in the Capitol; and I am as great aa 
either of them at this present. 

Leo. Like enough so. 

Akt. And in my conceit I am as honourable. 

Duke. If you are not, you. deserve to be. 

Axt. "WheiVs Signor Petrucio ? 

JUnier PetEUCIO md GaspakO. 

Pet. Kay, good father, do not trouble me now ; 
’tis enough now, that I J)ave promised you to go 
to the duke with me ; in the meantime, let me 
work out matters ; do not clog me in tlie way of 
my preferment. When I am a nobleman, I will 
do by you, as Jupiter did by tlie other deities ; 
that is, I will let down my ^air of honour, and 
pull you up after me^ 

Gas. Well, you shall rule me, son. 

Duke. Signor, where have you been ? 

Pet. I have been forcing my brain to the com- 
position of a few verses, in the behalf of your enter- 
tainment, and I never knew them flow so dully 
from me before : an exorcist would have conjured 
you up half-ardozen spiiits in the space. 


* See Homer’s " Hiad,” tiU ; — 

^€ip^ XpwFii^v 4^ oipoKfffew Mp^taffibres, to, 
— Steevene. 
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Leo. Indeed, I heard you make a fearful noise, 
as if you had been in travail with some strange 
monster. 

Pet. But I have brought them out at last, 
I thank hlinerva, and without the help of a mid> 
wife. 

A^t. Beach me a chair : Pll sit down, and read 
them for you. 

Leo. You read them ! 

Ant. Yes, but I’ll put on my optics first. Look 
yon, these were Hannibal’s spectacles. 

Duke. Why, didBCannibal wear spectacles? 

Ant. Yea; after he grew dim with dust in 
following the camp, he wore spectacles. Beach 
me the paper. 

Leo. No; an author must recite his own 
works. 

Ant. Then I’ll sit and sleep. 

Leo. Bead on, signior. 

Pet. They were made to show how welcome 
you are to me. 

Duke. Bead them out 

Pet. As twlcome as the g€}iiry*s to the towny 
After a long and hard vacation : 

As welcome as a toss*d to a Iia?'hourf 
Health to the sickj or a ca^t suit to a harher : 

Or as a good new play is to the timesy 

When they have loTig surfeited with, base rhymes : 

As welcome as the spHng is to the year, 

So are my friends to mSy when I have good clteer. 

\While he reads Hie Antiquary / aWa asleep. 

Duke. Ay, marry, sir, we are doubly beholden 
to you. What, is Signior Yeterano fallen asleep, 
and at the recitation of such verses? A most 
inhuman disgrace, and not to be digested ! 

Pet. Has he wronged me so discourteously? 
PU be revenged, by Phoebus. 



THE ANTIQUAHY. 497 

Leo. But -which way can you parallel so foul 
an injury ? 

Pet. ril go in, and make some verses against 
him. 

Duke. That you shall not; ^tis not requite 
sufficient : I have a better trick than so. Come, 
bear him in, and you shall see what I wall invent 
for you. This was a wrong and a half. [ExeurU. 

Enter ^ariLiA and Lionel. 

.^aiL Now, Master Lionel, as you have been 
fortunate in the forecasting of this business, so 
pray be studious in the executing, that we may 
both come off with hononr. 

LlO. Observe but my directions, and say 
nothing. 

The whole adventure of my credit de- 
pends upon your care and evidence. 

Lio. Let uo former passage discourage you; be 
but as peremptory, as [jour] ^ cause is good. 

Nay, if I but once apprehend a just occa- 
sion to usurp over him, let me alone to talk and 
look scurWly, Step aside, I hear him coming. 

Enter LOBENZO. 

Lob. My wife ? some angel guard me ! The 
looks of Medusa were not so ominous. Til haste 
from the infection of her sight, as from the appear- 
ance of a basilisk. 

Nay, sir, you may tarry ; and if virtue 
has not quite forsook you, or that your ears be not 
altogether obdurate to good counsel, consider 
what I say, and be ashmned of the injuries you 
have wrought against zs& 


9 T 


\rr\T -vTTT 


^ [Mr CoUler^B addition.] 
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Lor. WJiat unheard-of evasion has the subtlety 
of womau^s nature suggested to her thoughts, to 
come oflF now ] 

^Aii. Well, sir, however you carry it, ^tis 1 
have reason to complain ; but the mildness of my 
disposition and enjoined obedience will not permit 
me, thou^i indeed your wantonness and ill-caiiiage 
have sufficiently provoked me. 

Lott. Provoked you 1 I provoked you ? As if 
any fault in a husband should warrant the like in 
his wife ! No : 'twas thy lust and mightiness ot 
desire, that is so strong within thee, liad’st thou 
no company, no masculine object to look upon, yet 
thy own fancy were able to create a creature, with 
whom thou inight’st commit, though not an actual, 
yet a mental wickedness. 

A3mi. What recompense can you make me for 
those 6landerousconceit8,when they shall be proved 
false to you ? 

Lob. Hear me, thou base woman ! thou that 
art the abstract of all ever yet was bad ; with 
whom mischief is so incorporate, that you are both 
Olio piece together ; and but that you go still hand 
in hand, the devil were not sufficient to encounter 
with ; for thou art indeed able to instruct him ! 
]Jo not imagine with this ^ontless impudence to 
stand daring of me : I can be angry, and as quick 
in the execution of it, 1 can. 

Be as angry as you please ; truth and 
lionesty will be confident, in despite of you : those 
are virtues that will look justice itself in the 
face. 

Lor. Ay, hut where are they ? Not a-near you; 
thou would’st blast them to behold thee : scarce, I 
think, in the world, especially such worlds as you 
women are. 

uSiML Hum t to see, what an easy matter it is 
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to let a jealous, peevish husband go on, and rebuke 
him at pleasure I 

Lob. So lewd and stubborn ! — emails me. Speak 
briefly, what objection can you allege against me 
or for yourself. 

.iEsir. None, alas, against you ! You are vir- 
tuous ; but you think you can act the Jupiter, to 
blind me with your escapes and concealed timlls : 
yet I am not so simple, but I can play the Juno, 
and find out your exploits. 

Lor. IVhat exploits i What concealed trulls 1 

^y[L Wliy, the supfwsed boy you seem to be 
jealous of, *tis your own leman,^ your own dear 
morsel : I have searched out the mystery. Hus- 
bands must do ill, and wives must bear the 
rejiroach 1 A fine inversion I 

Lor. I am more in a maze, more involv'd in a 
labiTinth. than before. 

JEjit. You were host plead innocence too, 'tis 
your safest refuge : but 1 did not think a man of 
your age and beai’d had been so lascivious to keep 
a disguised callet - under my nose ; a base cocka- 


^ Ze/nan ie the old word for a hver of either sex i and in 
a note to “ The Merry Wives of Windsor,” act iv. so. 2, Mr 
Uteeress denres it fivin which is Datcb for beloved. 
In this opinion he only follows Junius, while others con- 
sider it to have its origin in faimant. 

" Judce Aplns, prickt forth wfth filthy desln*, 

’ Tby f erboa u Lemmcn doUi greaUy require " 

— and Vwyi/iw, 1575, sign. D 8, ^ ^ 

In **The Cuucentiou between Liberalitie and Frodi- 
galitie^” 1602, it is made the enbject of » pun : 

He shall have a Xcmnon, to loflystraUa month ; 
AZ«Mon, Imeaae, oo Xennon, Itroir; 

Take hedev my lolre maidea, you take me not so.'* 

— Sign. C 4. — CoHie)'. 

* [Drab.] 
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trice ^ in page’s apparel to wait upon you, and rob 
me of my due benevolence I There’s no law nor 
equity to warrant this. 

Lor. Why, do I any such thing ? 

JEui. Pray, what else is the boy, but your own 
hermaphrodite 7 a female siren in a male outside ! 
Alas ( ha^l I intended what you suspect and accuse 
me for, I had been more wary, more private in the 
carriage, I assure you. 

Lor. Why, is that boy otherwise than he ap- 
pears to be 1 

&ter Lionel. 

’Tis a thing will be quickly search’d out. 
Your secret bawdry and the murder of my good 
name will not long lie hid, I warrant you. 

Lio. Now is my cue to second her. [Aside. 

Lok. Signior Lionel, most welcome. I would 


^ This was one of the names by wbioh women of ill-fame 
were usually distinguished. 

So in Ben Jonson’e “Eveiy Man out of bis Humour " : 
** His chief exercises are taking tho whiff, squiring a cochi- 
tneSf and making priyy searches for imjxirters.” 

In ** Cynthia’s Reyels,” act ii. sc. 4 : “ — Marry, to /its 
cociairi<’e, or punquetto, half a dozen taffata gowns, or snttiii 
kirUee, in a pair or two of montha; why, they are nothing.” 

And in bis ‘Tootaster, octiii. sc. 4: ** — I would faincomo 
with xny cocJkatnce, oue day, and seo a 2 >lay, if I knew when 
there wore a good bawdy one.” 

Again in Massinger’s ** Oily Madam,” act ii. sc. 1 : 

^ M; ficllcra playing all ulglit 

The Blinking of Uie shceto, which I have danced 
AgslQ and again with my codbatrice.’* 

And in Bekker’s of London,” sign. B. : ^‘Shee 

feedes nppon gold astheestredgedoth upon iron, and drinks 
silver foster downe her crane-like throat, than an EngUsh 
eochxtriot doth Hiphocras.” 

See also an extract from the ** QuU’s Horn Book,” 1609, 
in Shakespeare, p. 83, edit. 1778. 
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entreat your advice kere to tke clearing of a 
doukt. 

Lro. "WTiat'a that, sir ? 

Lob. ’Tis concerning the boy yoa placed vrith 
me. 

Lio. Ay, what of him % 

•Loil Whether it were an enchantment or no, 
or an illusion of the sight, or if I could persuade 
myself it was a dream, 'twere better; but my 
imagination so persuaded me, that I heard my 
wife and him interchanging amorous discourse 
together. To what an extremity of passion the 
hr^ty of man's nature might induce me to I 

Lio. Very good. 

Lor. Not very good, nmther; but, after the 
expense of so much anger and distraction, my ^nfe 
comes upon me again, and affirm^ that he is no 
boy, but a disguised mistress of my own, and upon 
this swells against me, as if she had lain all night 
in the leaven. 

jEair. Have not I reason ? 

Lor. Pray, sir, will you inform us of the verity 
of his sex. 

Lio. Then take it upon my word, 'tis a woman. 

Mul Now, sir, what have you to answer? 

Lor. I am not yet thoroughly satisfied ; but if 
it be a woman, I mu&t confess my error. 

What satisfaction's that, after so great a 
wrong, and the taking away of my good name ? 
You forget my de«orts, and how I brought you a 
dowry of ten talents : besides, I find no such super- 
fluity of courage in you to do this^ neither. 

Lor. Well, were he a boy or no, *tis more than 
1 can affirm ; yet this I'll swear, 1 entertained him 
for no mistress, and, I hope, you for no servant ; 
therefore, good wife, be pacified. 

Mw r, No, sir, Fll call my kindred and my 
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friends togctlier, tlien present a joint complaint of 
you to the senate, and if they right me not, Pll 
protest there^fl no justice in their court or govern- 
ment. 

Lob. If she have this plea against me, I must 
make my peace j she’ll undo me else. \Aside.'\ 
Sweet wife, III ask thee forgiveness upon my 
knees, if ^thou wilt have me : I rejoice more that 
thou art clear, than I was angry for the supposed 
offence. Be hut patient, and the liberty thou 
enjoyedst before shall be thought thraldom here- 
after. Sweet sir, will you mediate 2 

Lio. Come, sweet lady, upon my request you 
shall be made friends ; ’twas but a mistake ; con- 
ceive it so, and he shall study to redeem it. 

.51ml Well, sir, upon this gentleman’s intreaty, 
you have your pardon. You know the propen- 
sity of my disposition, and that makes you so bold 
with me. 

Lor. Pray, Master Lionel, will you acquaint my 
wife with the purpose of this concealment ; for I 
am utterly ignorant, and she has not the patience 
to hear me. 

Lio. It requires more privacy than so, neitlier 
is it yet ripe for projection ; but because the com- 
munity of counsel is the only pledge of friendship, 
walk in, and I’Jl acquit you. 

Lor. Honest, sweet wife, I thank thee with all 
my heart. [Exeunt. 

Enter DUKE, Leonardo, and Petrucio, hringintj 
ilit Antiquary, in a fooVs coat 

Duke. So, set him down softly; then let us slip 
aside, and overhear him. 

Ant. Where am 1 2 What metamorphosis am 
1 crept into 2 A fool’s coat 1 what’s the emblem 
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of this, trow 1 Who has thus transformed me, I 
wonder ? I was awake, am I not aaleej) still ? 
Why, Petro, you rogue: sure, I have drank of 
Oirce^B cup, and that has turn’d me to this shape 
of a fool : and I had drank a little longer, I had 
been changed into an ass. "Why, Petro, I say, I 

will not rest calling, till thou comest 

) 

Enter Petro in woman*6 elotlies. 

Heyday, what more transmigrations of forms ! I 
think Pythagoras has been amongst us. How 
came you thus accoutred, sirrah ? 

Pet. Why, sir, the wenches made me drunk, 
and dressed me, as you see. 

Ant. a merry world the while I My boy and 
I make one hermaphrodite, and now, next Mid- 
summer .alo,^ I may serve for a fool, and he for a 
Maid-Mai'ian. 


^ Rufitic meetiDga of feetivity, at particular seasons, were 
formerly called aU$ ; as Churcb'ale, WhitsuD'ale, Bnde-ale, 
Midsummer-ale, &c, Carew, in his Survey of Cornwall,” 
edition 1769, p. 68, gives tl^ following account of tbe 
Church-ale ; with M'hicb, it is most likely, tbe otbej'S 
agreed : — “For the church-nle, two young men of the parish 
are yerely choeen by their h^t foregoers, to be wai'dens ; 
who, dividing the task, make collection aToong tbe pni'ishion- 
era, of whatsoever provision it pleaseth them voluntarily to 
bestow. This they imploy in bre-wing, baking, and other 
acates, against Whitsontide ; upon which holydayes tbe 
neighbours meet at the church-house, and there moril}’’ 
feede on their owns victuals, contributing some petty por- 
tion to the stock ; which by many smalls, groweth to a 
meetly greatnes ; for there is entertayned a kinde of emula- 
tion betweene l^ese wardens, who by his graciousnes iu 
gaUiaring, and good husbandry in expending, can best ad- 
vance the churches profit. Besides, the neighbour parishes 
at those times lovingly visit one another, and this way 
frankely spend their money togeUier. Tbe aftemoones are 
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Enitr Duke and LEONARDO. 

Duke. Who is tliis ? Signor Veterano 1 

Ant. The same, sir : I was not so when you left 
me. Do you know who has thus abused me 1 

Duke. Not I, sir. 

Ant. You promised to do me a courtesy. 

Duke. Anything lies in my power. 

Ant. Then, pray, will you bring me immediately 
to the duke 9 

Duke. Not as you are, I hope. 

Ant. Yes, as I am : he shall see how I am 
wronged amongst them. 1 know he loves me, and 
will right me. Pray, sir, forbear persuasion to the 
contrary, and lead on. \ExeanU 


ACT V., SCENE 1. 

EtUct Lorenzo, Mocinigo, .Emilia, 
and. Lucretia. 

Lor. Now, Signor Mocinigo, what haste re- 
quires your presence 1 

Moc. Marry, sir, this. You brought me once 
into a paradise of pleasure and expectation of much 
comfort ; my request therefore is, that you would 
no longer defer what then you so liberally pro- 
mised. 


conBumed in auch. exercisoB as olde and ^ong folke (having 

leyauce) doe accuatomably -weare out the time withalL” 

In the Bubaequent pages, Carew entera into a defence of 
these meetings, which in his time bad become productive of 
riot and disorder, and were among the subjects of complaint 
by the more rigid puritans. For an account of Maid 
Marian^ see Mr Toilet’s Dissertation at the end of the 
I* First Part of Henry lY.’’ [But see both subjects copiously 
illustrated in “ Popular Antiquities of Glreat Britain, L 156, 
a aeq.] 
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Lor. How do you mean ? 

Moo. Why, sir, in joining that boauteous lady, 
your daughter, and myself in the firm bonds of 
matrimony j for I am somewhat impatient of de- 
lay in this Idnd, and indeed the height of my blood 
requires it. 

Luc. Are 3'ou so hot ? I shall give you a card 
to cool you ^ presently. [AiideA 

Lor. ’Tis an honest and a virtuous demand, and 
on all sides an action of great consequence ; and, 
for my part, there’s not a thing in tlie world I 
could wish sooner accomplished. 

Moo. Thank you, sir. 

Lor. There’s another branch of policy, besides 
the coupling of you together, which springs from 
the fruitfulness of my brain, that I as much laljour 
to bring to perfection as the other. 

Moo. What’s that, sir ? 

Lor. a device upon the same occasion, but with 
a different respect ; ’tis to be imposed upon Pet- 
rucio. I hate to differ so much from the nature of 
an Italian, as not to be revengeful 3 and the occa- 
sion at this time was, ho scorned the love of her, 
that you now so studiously affect ; but I'll fit him 
in his kind. 


1 A cooling card is frequently mentioned in our ancieDt 
authors ; but the precise seuse in which it is used is diffi- 
cnlt to be ascertained. In some places it seems to signify 
admonition or advice; in others, centure or reproof. In 
Lyly’a "Euphues,” p. 35, “Euphues, to the intent he 
might bridle the overlashing affections of Philautus, con- 
veied into studie a certeine pamphlet, which he teamed 
A cooling card for FUilautus ; yet generally to bee applyed 
to all lovers.” 

So in the **Firat Part of Henry VI. act v, so. 4 — 

<< Then aU is aazr’d ; there lies a eotAing ceerd.** 

And in the ** "Wounds of Civil War,” 1594— 

" ni have a present cooling card fbr yon.” 
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Moc. Did lie so 1 He deserves to have both 
his eyes struck as blind as Cupid’s, his master, 
that ^ould have taught him better manners. But 
how will you do it 1 

Lob. There’s one Lionel, an ingenious witty gen- 
tleman. 

^Mi. Ay, that he is, as ever breathed, husband, 
upon my knowledge. 

Lor. Well, he is so, and we two have cast to 
requite it upon him. The plot, as he informs me, 
is already in agitation, and afterwards, sans delay, 
ril bestow her upon you. 

Luo. But you may be deceived. [ilstVe.] 

Moc, Still you engage me more and more your 
debtor. 

Lor. If I can bring both these to success, as 
they are happily intended, I may sit down, and, 
with the poet, cy, Jamque txtgi. 

Moc. Would I could say so too; I wish as much, 
but ’tia you must confirm it, fair mistress : one 
bare word of your consent, and ’tis done. The 
sweetness of your looks encourage me, that you 
will join pity with your beauty; there shall be 
nothing wanting in me to demerit it ; and then, I 
hope, although 1 am base. 

Base in respect of you divine and pure, 
Dutiful service may your love procure. 

Lor. How now. Signor! What, love and 
poetry, have they two foimd you out ? Nay, then 
you must conquer. Consider this, daughter ; show 
thy obedience to Fhcebus and god Cupid : make au 
humble professor of thyself ; ’twill be the more ac- 
ceptable, and advance thy deserts. 

' .dSfin. Do, chicken, speak the word, and make 
him happy in a minute. 

Lor. Well said, wife ; solicit in his behalf; *tis 
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well done ; I am loth to importune her too much, 
for fear of a repulse. 

.^ML Many, come up, sir ; j’ou are still Uburp- 
ing in my com 2 iany. Is this according to tie 
articles proposed between ns, that I should bear 
rule and you obey with sflence ? I had ihougjit 
to have endeavoured for persuasion, but because 
you exhort me to it. 111 desist from what I 
intended : 111 do nothing but of my ot^Ti ac- 
cord, I, 

Lor. Mum! wife, I have done. Tliis wt. that 
are married, must be subject to. 

Moo. You mve an ill example, Mistress -ijuilia; 

you give an ill example 

What old fellow is this that talks so 2 
Do you know him, daughter ? 

Moo. Have you so soon forgot ms, lady i 

^Mi. Where has he had his breeding, I wnniert 
He is the ofispring of some peasant, sure ! Can he 
show any pedigree ? 

Lor. Let her alone, there's no dcalmg with her. 
Come, daughter, let me hear your answer to this 
gentleman. 

Lyo. Truly, sir, I have endeavoured all means 
possible, and in a manner enforced myseli td love 
him 

Lor. Well said, girl 

Ltjc. But could never effect it. 

Lor. How I 

Luc. 1 have examined whate^Tr might commend 
a gentleman, both for his exterior and inward 
abilities ; yet, amongst all that may speak him 
worthy, I could never discern one good par*^ m 
quality to invite affection. 

Lor. This is it I feared. Kow should I bi<.ak 
out 'into rage; but my nifeaiid a foolish uatmv 
withhold my passion. 
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’ See Kote to tiiU pbjs 4 Sl!. 
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Ml of a A vfitH ii\<m k like a 

Y^er ’ Tt*^ mafcft way, tl&on^) it tUwHigli the 
boweiU of ttaiu I 

Lor. Taka how you ft [\\^rH^s\{ m 

his rank and. esmu^wz ft seftt in a nn^u man 
becomes a wonnd hi a gni^ter. 

Lttg. Tbej« be i$. quesuou biui 5 ami^ if v.leuy 
i^ get him ^aminotL 

£oe. 'V^y, signor, is this true t 
.£mi. HU silence betrays him j 'tU so. 
ifoc. "Tia so, tliat ail womou thii'st niau^t^ ovei*- 
throw,* that’s a priueiplo as dcnioM.<ilrftM’vo ag 
truth : ’tis the only end diey wero uuwlo fnr ; and 
when they have once insinvintod thiMnsclvc^j Into 
our counsels, and gaiued the jk»wov of our Hf«\ the 
fire is more merciful ; it burns witliiu tlau)) till it 
get forth. 

Lor. I commend her for the dincovery ; 'fcwftg 
not fic her weak thoughts should )io clogged ifitli 
BO foul a matter. It had boon to Jinp* hitu foroetl 
meat to a surfeited stomach, that wonhl luivo Ijrod 
nothing but crudities in her coii8(?icuc'c. 

Moo. 0 my cursed fatol «lmme a/id 
ment attend me ! they arc the fruits of luyi. Sip, 
all that I did was for her case and liberty. 

[A^icter] 

Luo. Nay, sir, he was so imjmdent to )hj nn 
accessory. Who knows but he migljfc ns jjWvatftiy 
have plotted to have sent mo aftrr liim ; hv how 
should I have been secure of myJiib wfiiuihoTnflde 
no scruple to kill another nijon wj tsmalJ an indfice* 
ment ? 

Thou sayest right, daughter ; thon shalt 


1 f.e., at the Jail ot water through a hrMgo. The tAea 
seems to be taken from the noisy situation of the hoHSM 
formerly standing on Loudon llnage.*-^^n#< 
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utterly disclaim him. The cast of his eye shows 
he was ever a knave. 

Hoc. How the scabs descant upon me ! 

Lor. What was the motive to this foul attempt 1 

Luo. Why, sir, because he was an affectionate 
lover of mine, and for no other reason in the earth. 

.^Mi. 0*mandrake, was that all ? He thought, 
belike, he should not have enough. Thou covetous 
engrosser of vcnery. Why, one wife is able to 
content two husbands. 

Moo. Sir, I am at your mercy : bid them not 
insult upon me. 1 beseech you, let me go as I 
came. 

Lor. Stay there; I know not how I shall be 
censured for your escape. I may be thought a 
party in the business. 

Luc. Besides, I hear since that the mercenary 
varlet that did it, though he be otherwise most 
desperate and hardened in such exploits, yet out 
of the apprehension of so unjust an act, and moved 
in conscience for so foul a guilt, is grown distracted, 
raves out of measure, confesses the deed, accuses 
liimself and the procurer, curses both, and will by 
no means be quieted. 

Lor. Where is that fellow t 

Luc. Sir, if you please to accompany me, I will 
bring you to him, where your own eye and ear shall 
witness the certainty ; and then, I hope, you will 
repent that ever yon sought to tie me to such a 
monster as this, who preferred the heat of his 
desires before all laws of nature or humanity. 

Lor. Yes, that 1 will, and gratulate the subtlety 
of thy wit, and goodness of fate, that protected 
thee from him. 

.^Mi. Away with hfmj husband : and be sure to 
beg his lands betimes, before your court- vultures 
scent his carcase. 
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Lor. Well said, wife ; I should never have 
thought on this now, and thou had’st not put me 
in mind of it : women, I see, have the only mascu- 
line policy, and are the best solicitors and politicians 
of a state. But I’ll first go and see him my daughter 
tells me of, that, when I am truly informed of all, 
1 may the better proceed in my accusation against 
them. Come along, sir. 

Moo. Well, if you are so violent, I’m as resolute : 
’tis but a hanging matter, and do your worst. 

\Exmnt. 


Enter Bravo and BOY. 

Bravo. What news, boy 1 

Boy. Sir, Misti-ess Lucretia commends her to 
you, and desires, as ever her persuasions wrought 
upon you, or as you aSect her good, and would add 
credit and belief to what she has reported, that you 
would now strain your utmost to the expression of 
what she and you consulted of. 

Bravo. I apprehend her : where is she 1 

Boy. Hard by, sir : her father, and the old for- 
nicator Mocinigo, and I think her mother, are all 
coming to be spectators of your strange behaviour. 

[Exit. 

Bravo. Go, wait them in, let me alone to per- 
sonate an ecstasy ; ^ I am near mad already, and I 
do not fool myself quite into’t, I care not. I’ll 
withdraw, till they come. [Exit. 


1 So in ‘‘Hamlet,” act iiL ac. 4 — 

' * This is the veiy coinage of jour hralo ; 

'lhi8 bodiless creatioo tutoay 
Is veiy onnuiog ui.* 

Mr Steevens obaerves that in ^ua place, and many others, 
ccstcuy means a temporary alienation of mind, a fit. 
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'Entet liOBFNzo, Mocintgo, ^miua, Luceetia, 
ami Bot. 

Lob. Is this the place ^ 

Luc Yes, sir. Where s your master, boy i how 
docs he ^ 

Boy 0 sweet mistress, quite distempered , hi-i 
braans turn round like the needle of a dial, six 
men’s strength is not able to hold him , he was 
bound with I know not how man> cords this morn- 
ing, and broke them alL See, where he entera > 

Eni^i Eiia\o 

Buavo Why, if I kill’d him, what is that to 
thee 1 

Was I not hir’d unto it ^ Was not I, 

But the base gold that slew Sir Polydore ^ 

Then damn the money 
Lon He beMS to preach 

Will he do us no mischief, think ) ou 
Boy 0 no, he’s the best for that in his fits that 
c’ci “vou knew he hurts nobodj 
Moc But I am vilely afraid of him 
Boy If you are a vile per&on, or have done any 
great wickedness, you were best look to jouiself , 
lor tho&e he knows by mstmet, and assaidts them 
with as much violence as may be 

Moc Then am I pen<«hed Good sir, I hid 
rathti answer the law than be teiiified with his 
loolvri 


1 Alluding to the fate of Polydorus, a soxt of King Fiiam 
See Virgil B “ ^neid, book m 1 49 — 

“ TIune FoZydorttm OHr« quondam cam pondeie ma^DO 
Infelix Primus Oirtim maodarak aleodum 
Thrmcio regi__ 

Pdfgionm obtroncat, et aifro 
Vi petitai 
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Lor. Nay, 3 ’ou shall tarry, and take part with us, 
by your favour. 

JEmi. How his eyes sparkle 1 
Bravo. Look, where the ghost appears, his 
wounds fresh-bleeding ! 

He frowns, and threatens me j [OJ could the sub- 
stance 

Do nothing, and will shadows revenge 1 
Lor. 'Tis strange, 

This was a fearful murder. 

Bilivo. Do not stare so, 

I can look big too ; all I did unto thee 
’Twas by another’s instigation : 

There be some that are as deep in as myself ; 

Go and fright them too. 

Moo. Beshrew him for his counsel I [AtUU. 
Lor. What a just judgment’s here I Tis an old 
saying, 

Murder will out ; and ‘fore it shall lie hid, 

The authors will accuse themselves. 

Bravo. Now he vanishes ; 

Dost thou steal from me, fearful spirit 1 See 
The print of his footsteps ! 

Moc. That ever my lust should be the parent to 
so foul a sin ! [Attde,] 

Bravo. He told me that his horrid tragedy 
Was acted over every night in hell, 

Where sad Eiinnys, with her venom'd face, 

Sits ^ a spectatrix, black with the curls of snakes, 


^ Id the fir&t edit, tliia line is thus — 

'< Black witli the curia of snake% aita a apeotatrlz," 

It may be doubted whether Jb Beed had mfloient 
warrant for altering the old reading : at all eventu Qwe- 
t<UiriXt the word of the time, might hare stood ; perhaps, 
in two next lines their should be changed to Aer, — 
CoZ/ser. 

VOL. XIII. 2 K 




514 THE ANTIQUARY. 

That lift their speckled heads above their shoul- 
ders, 

And, thrusting forth their stings, hiss at their 
entrance ; 

And that serves for an applause. 

Moc. How can you have the heart to look upon 
him 1 pray let me go, 

I feel a Ihoseness in my belly. 

Lor. Nay, you shall hear all out first. 

Moo. 1 confess it, 

"What would you have more of me ? 

Bravo. Then fierce Enyo holds a torch, Megsera 
Another j I’ll down and play my part amongst them, 
For 1 can do’t to th’ life. 

Lor. liather to the death. 

Bravo. I’ll trace th’ infernal theatre, and view 
Those squalid actors, and the tragic pomp 
Of hell and night. 

Moc. How ghastly hie words sound I pray, keep 
him off from me. 

Lor. The guilt of conscience makes you fear- 
ful, Signor 1 

Bravo. When I come there, Pll chain up Cer- 
berus, 

Nay, I'll muzzle him ; Til pull down .^acus 
And Minos by the beard ; then with my foot 
iqi tumble Bhadamanthus from his chair, 

And for the Furies I’U not suffer them •, 

I’ll be myself a Fury. 

Moc. To vox me, I warrant you. 

Bravo. Next will I post unto the Destinies, 
Shiver their wheel and distaff ’gainst the wall, 
And spoil their housewifry ; I’ll take their 
spindle, 

Where hang the threads of human life like beams 
Drawn from the sun, and miv them altogether — 
Kings with beggars. 
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Moc Good sir, he comes tow aids me * 

Br wo Th it I could see that old fox Mocinigo, 
The villain that did tempt me to this deed • 

Moo He names me too, pi a}, sir, stand be- 
tween us 

Ladies, do you speak to him , I have not the 
faith m 

JRmi AYInt w ould yon do with him, if you had 
him^ 

Brwo Id seive him worse than Hercules did 
L) choSji 

Wlien he presented him tne poison’d shirt, 

AVhich when he had put on, and felt the smart, 

He snatch’d him by the heels into the air, 

Swung him &ome once or twice about his head. 
Then shot him like a stone out of an engine, 

Thiee iuilon^-a length into the Euboio sea 

Lor What a huge piogress is that for an old 
lovei to be earned • 

Brwo Whats ho that seeks to hide himself ^ 
Come foith, 


* So in Sh'ike ppiiea “Antony and Cleopatra” — 

* Iict me lodge Litsl <u on the horn o tb moon ' 

— Steevais 

Oyid’e* Metam,”Iib 9 1 215— 

Treniit iHe p*iTetqae 

F*vUidns et timide tuI v excusantia dicit 
I)iccnt(.ni f.«nil)UMjue mnnua ndhibeie p*M intem 
Con pit Aki le& et terjae quaterque lobitum 
Ihttu in Enboicab tormento foiUuBundto 
Ille per atri is pendens mdumit auras 

Of which the following » Gaj’a translation — 

She } outh all pale vith ebir ring fear tras stung, 
And vain excuses falter d on bis tongue 
Alcides snatcU d him u with suppliant feoe 
Be stauve to clasp his knees and beg fei grace 
He to»B d hiin o er his lieiid with any ooui »<. 

And hurl d with more than with an engine's force 
Tar 0 ei the Auhraan znaio aloof be flies, 

And haidens by dcsoiees amid the skies * 
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Thou mortal, thou art a traitor or a murderer ! 

O, is it you ? 

Moo. What will become of me? Pray, help 
me I 

I shall be tom in pieces else. 

Bravo. You and I must walk together : come 
into the middle j yet farther. 

3nl€r Aurelio at an Offlcer, and tioo Servants. 

AUR. Where be these fellows here that murder 
men ? Seijeants, apprehend them, and convey them 
straight before the duk& 

Bravo. Who are you ? 

Aur. We are the duke’s officers. 

Bravo, The duke’s officers must be obey’d, take 
heed of displeasing them : how majestically they 
look t 

Lor. You see, wife, the charm of authority: and 
a man be ne’er so wild, it tames him presently. 

Ay, husband, I know what will tame a 
man besides authority. 

Aur. Come, gentles, since you are all together, 
I must entreat your company along with us, to 
witness what you know in this behalf. 

Lor. Sir, you have prevented us; for we intended 
to have brought him ourselves before his highness. 

Aur. Then I hope your resolution will make it 
the easier to you. BTiat, sir, will you go wiii- 
indy ? 

Bravo. Without all contradiction ; lead on. 

flour iaJh. 

Enter Lionel as tJte Dure ; Duke, Petrucio, 
GtASPAro, Angelia as a tconuin, 

Duke. Come, Signor, 

This is th e morning must shine bright upon you, 
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Wherein preferment, that has slept obscure, 

And all this while linger’d behind your wishes, 
Shall overtake you in her greatest glories : 
Ambition shall be weak, to tliink the honours 
Shall crown your worth. 

Pet. Father, you hear all this t 
Gas. 1 do with jojs son, and am ravish’d at it ; 
Therefore I have resign’d m’ estate unto' thee, 
(Only reserving some few crowns to live on) 
Because I’d have thee to maintain thy port. 

Pet. You did as you ought. 

Gas. ’Tis enough for me, 

To he the parent of so bless’d an issue. 

Pet. Nay, if you are so apprehensive, I am 
satisfied. 

Lio. Is this the gentleman you so commended ? 
Duke. It is the same, my liege, whose royal 
virtues, 

Fitting a prince’s court, are the large field 
F’or fame to triumph in. 

Lio. So you inform’d me : his face and carriage 
do import no less. 

Duke. Iteport abroad speaks him as liberally ; 
And in my thoughts Fortune deserves but ill, 
That she detain’d thus long her favours from him. 
Lio. That will I make amends for. 

Gas. Happy hour, 

And happy me to see it ! Now I perceive 
He has more wit than myself. 

Pet. What must I do ? 

Duke. What must you do? go straight and kneel 
before him, 

And thank his Ughness for his love. 

Pet. I can’t speak, 

I am so overcome with sudden gladness ; 

Yet ril endeavour it. [He fcneeiEs.] Most mighty 
sovereign. 
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Tkus low I bow in humble rcvereace, 
kiss the basis of your regal throilld. 

Lio. Kise up. 

Pet. Your grace’s servant. 

Lio. AVe admit you 

Our nearest favourite in place and council. 

Duke. Go to, you are made for ever. [Aside,'] 
Pei. I’ll find some office 
To gratulate thy pains. 

Lio. What was the cause, 

That you presented him no sooner to us ? 

We might have bred him up in our aifairs, 

And he have learut the fashions of our court, 
Which might have render’d him more active. 

Duke. Doubt not, 

His ingenuity will soon instruct him. 

Lio. Then, to confirm him deeper in our friend- 
ship, 

We her© assign our sister for his wife. 

What I is lie bashful 1 
Pet. S]ieaks your grace in earnest ? 

Lio. What else ? I’ll have it so, 

Duke, Why do you not step and take her ? 

Pet. Is’t not a kind of treason 1 
Duke. Not if he bid you. 

Pet. Diviuest lady, are you so content ? 

Ang. What ray brother commands, I must 
obey, 

Lio. Join hands together ; be wise ; and use 
VTour dignities with a due reverence. 

Tiberius Caesar joy’d not in the birth 
Of great Sejanus’ fortunes with that zeal, 

As I shall to have rais’d you — ^though I hope 
A different fate attends you. 

Duke. Ge to the church, 

Perform your rites there, and return again, 

As fast as you can. 
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Gas 1 could e’en expire with contemplation^f 
Ins happiness 

Lio What old man’s that ^ 

Pet This is my father, sir. 

Lio Youi own tathei 1 
Gas So please youi grace. 

Lio Give him a pair 

Of velvet breeches from our giandsue’i^ waidiohe. 
Gas Thnce noble duke Come, son, let’s to 
the chuich. 

[Sneunt PetrxJCIO, GaspaRO, and AxobliA. 

Bnta A^TIQUAEY and Petro 

Lzo How now' what new come pageant have 
we here ^ 

Duke This is the famous antiquaiy I told youi 
grace ol, a min worth} }our grace, the Janus oi 
our age, and tieaauiei of times passed a man 
worthy 5 oui bounteous fdvoui and kind notice, 
that will as soon forget himself in the lemembiance 
of your highness, as any subject } ou have 
Lio How comes he so accoutred 'Z 
Duel Ko miracle at all, su , foi, as jou halt 
many tools in the liabit ot a wise man, so have you 
sometimes a wise man m the habit ot a fool 
Am &u, I have been so grossly abused, as uo 
story, lecoid, oi chioriclecau parallel thehke, and 
1 come ’tieie for reClress 1 beai your higiineos ’loves 
me, and indeed you are partly iiiteie&ted m the 
cause, for I, having took somewhat a huge potion 
for youi grace’s health, tell a^eep, when in the 
intenm they apparelled me as you see, made a fool 
O’* an asinigo ^ of me , and for my boy heie, they 


^ A caut term foi a fooliali fellow or idiot See Mr Steevene^a 
note on Troilus and CieaBida,” act u sc 1. 
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cogged him out of his proper shape into the habit 
of an Amazon, to wait upon me. 

LiO. But uho did this? 

Ant. Nay, sir, that I cannot teil ; but 1 desire it 
may be found out 

Duke. Well, signor, if you knew all, you have 
no cause to be angry. 

Ant. Hdw so i 

Duke. Why, that same coat you wear did for- 
merly belong unto Pantolabua the Roman jester, 
and buffoon to Augustus Caesar. 

Ant. And I thought so, I*d ne’er put it off, 
while I breath’d. 

Lio. Stand by j we’ll inquire further anon. 

Snter AuEELio, Lorenzo, Mocinigo, Bravo, 
jEmilia, Lucrbtia, Officers, 

Now who are you? 

Aue. Your highness’s officers. 

We have brought two murderers here to be cen- 
sured. 

Who by their own confession are found guilty, 
And need no further trial. 

Lio, Which be the parties ? 

Aur. These, and please you. 

Lio. Well, what do you answer? 

What can you plead to stop the course of justice ? 
Hoc. For my part, though I had no conscience 
to act it, 

1 1 ave not the heart to deny it ; and therefore 
expect 

Your sentence ; for mercy, I hope none nor favour. 
Lio. What says tb’ accuser ? 

Luo. Please your princely wisdom, 

He slew a man was destin’d for my husband ; 

Yet, since another’s death cannot recall him. 
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"Were the law satisfied, and he adjudg’d 
To have his goods confiscate, for my own part, 

I could rest well content. 

Mog. With all my heart ; 

I yield possession to whomsoe’er 

She shall choose for a husband. Beach a paper 

Or blank : I’ll seal to it. 

Luo. See, there’s a writing 1 
Moo. And there’s my hand to it : 

1 care not what the conditions be. 

LiO. ’Tia well : whom will you choose in place 
of the other ? 

Luc. Then, sir, to keep his memory alive, 

I’ll seek no further than this officer. 

Lor. Howl choose a common serjeant for her 
husband ] 

^Mi. A base ftommendadore ! I'll ne’er en- 
dure it. 

Aur, No, lady, a gentleman 1 assure you, and 
Suppos’d the slain Aurelio. {DUcovers himself. 
Moo. A plot, a plot upon me 1 I’ll revoke it 
Lio. Nay, that you cannot, now you have con- 
firm’d it. 

Moo. Am I then cheated ? I’ll go home and 
die, 

To avoid shame, not live in infamy. 

Lio. What says the villain bravo for himself 1 
Bravo. The bravo, sir, is honest, and his father. 
Aur. My father! bless me, how comes this 
about 1 

Bravo. That virtuous maid, whom I must 
always honour, 

Act^uainted me with that old lecher’s drift : 

I, to prevent the ruin of my son, 

Conceal’d from all, proffer’d my service to him 
In this disguise. 

Lio. ’Twas a wise and pious deed. 
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Bnier PETRt^aO, Angelia, and GrASPARO. 

Pet. Room for the duke’s kindred. 

Lio. What, you are married, I perceive. 

Pet. I am, royal brother. 

Lio. Then, for your better learning in our 
semce, 

Take these ftistructions. Never hereafter 
Contemn a man that has more wit than yourself, 
Or foolishly conceive no lady's merit 
Or beauty worthy your affection. 

Pet. How’s this t 

Lio. Truth, my most honour'd brother, you 
are gull’d ; 

So is my reverend uncle the Antiquary; 

So are you all. For he that you conceiv'd 
The duke, is your friend and Lionel ; 

Look yon else. 

Pet. 'Tis so. 

Gas. 'Tis too apparent true. 

Lio. Wiiat, all drunk J Speak, uncle. 

Ant. Thou art my nephew, 

And thou hast wit; ’tis fit thou sliQuld'st have 
land too. 

Tell me no more, how thou hast cheated me, 

I do perceive it, and forgive thee for 't ; 

Thou shalt have all I have, and I'll be wiser. 

Lio. 1 thank you, sir. Brother Petrucio, 

This to your comfort ; that is my sister, 

Whom formerly you did abuse in love, 

And you may be glad your lot is no worse. 

Pet. I am contented ; 111 give a good wit 
Leave to abuse me at any time. 

Lor. When he cannot help it. 

Gas. THs 'tis 

To be so politic and ambitious, son. 

Pet. Nay, father, do not you aggravate it too. 
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Lor. Well, signor, 

You must pardon me, if I bid joy to you ; 

My daughter was not good enough for you. 

Pet. You are tyrannous. 

Krdtr Leonardo. 

Leo. Save you, gallants. 

Lio. You are very welcome. 

Leo. I come in quest of our noble duke, 

Who from his coun has stoPn out privately. 

And *tis reported he is here. 

Llo. indeed, air, 

He IS not here. ’Slight, we shall be question’d 
For counterfeiting his person. 

Duke. Be not dismay’d, 

I am the duke. 

Leo. My lord ! 

Duke, The very same, sir. 

That for my recreation have descended, 

And no impeach, 1 hope, to royalty 

To sit spectator of your mirth. And thus much 

You shall gain by my presence ; what is pass’d, 

m see it ratified as firm, as if 

Myself and senate had concluded it. 

And when a prince allows his subjects spor^ 

He that pines at it, let him perish for \ 


END or VOL. xni. 





